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PREFACE. 


of 


Kind READER, Ae es 


Nor a proud and haughty conceit of my abili- 


ties; not a fooliſh vain deſire of ſeeing my poor 


productions in print; not to make myſelf or 


worthleſs name popular; not to oppoſe myſelf 


to, or compare myſelf with, the many great and. 


able pens, which have already in this way done fo 


much for the church of Chriſt, is the occaſion of 


my permitting theſe my poor labours to appcar in 
public: but, 1. The repeated and earneſt entreaty 
of many worthy and pious friends, whoſe judgment 


in this reſpect it well becomes me, modeſtly to 


prefer to my own: 2. A ſincere and humble de- 


| fire to uſe and improve the talent (ſuch as it is) 
with which my Lord has intruſted me: 3. A wiſh 


to encourage and comfort the hearts of true chriſ- 
tians of every denomination, both in public and 
private; for thou wilt, I truft, find nothing here, 


which ſavours of a party, contracted, or bigotted 


ſpirit: 4. And above all, a deſire to glorify my 
great God and Redeemer, whoſe glorious perſon, 


precious name, heavenly love, and everlaſting ſalva- 


tion, are the ſubjects here treated on. 


| Such 


* 
- 
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-Y 


Such as they are, he affeRionately prefents them, 
to thee; and, conſcious of his own meanneſs and 
vilenefs, proſtrates both himſelf and them at the 
feet of his dear Lord and Maſter, humbly praying 
he will graciouſly pardon what'1s amiſs, and ſweet- 
ly attend with his gracious bleſſing to thy ſoul 
whatever in them is agreeable to his holy word and h 
will; and to his name be all the glory, for ever 
and ever. 
I remain, 
Kind Reader, 
Thy affectionate friend, 
and willing ſervant, 


in our common Lord and Saviour, 


% 


SAMUEL MEDLEY. 
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HYMN L 


Sing forth the Honour of his Name, make lus Praiſe 


glorious. Pſ. Ixvi. 2. 


1 Nor of terreſtrial mortal themes, 
Not of the world's deluſive dreams 
My foul attempts to ſing: 
But of that theme divinely true, 
Ever delightful, ever new, 


My Jesus and my King. 


2 O could I ſpeak the matchleſs worth, 
O could I found the glories forth, 
Which in my Saviour ſhine! 

I'd ſoar and touch the heavenly ſtrings, 
And vie with Gabriel while he ſings 
In notes almoſt divine. 


3 Upon the theme I'd ever dwell, 
And in tranſporting raptures tell 
What I in Jrsus ſee; 
I'd fing with more than mortal voice, 
And loſe my life amidſt the joys 
Of what he is to me. . 


4 Proſtraze before his throne I'd fall, 
And bleſs his holy name for all 
The riches of his grace: 
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Pd ſing, how glorious power ſubdu'd, 
I'd ſing, how ſovereign love renew'd 


The vileſt of the race, 


5 I'd ſing the precious blood he ſpilt, 
My ranſom from the dreadful guilt 


Of fin and wrath divine: 


I'd fing his glorious righteouſneſs, 
In which all perfect heavenly dreſs 


My ſoul ſhall ever ſhine. 


6 I'd ling the characters he bears, 
And all the forms of love he wears 


Exalted on his throne: 


In loftieſt ſongs of ſweeteſt praiſe 
I would to everlaſting days 


Make all his glories known: 


7 But ah ! I'm ſtill in clay confin'd, 
And mortal paſſions clog my mind, 


And downward drag me ſtill: 


O when ſhall I attain the ſkies, 
And to immortal glories riſe 


On Zion's heavenly hill ! 


$ Well, the delightful day will come, 
When he, dear Lord ! will bring me home, 
And I ſhall ſee his face: 
There with my Saviour, brother, friend, 
A bleſs'd eternity I'll ſpend, 
_ Triumphant in his grace. 


0: $54: 


HIM 
TO JESUS CHRIST. 


1 Or Jrsus, my Saviour, I ſing, 
His perſon, his name, and his love; 
To him the glad tribute I bring, 
For O how his goodneſs I prove ! 
Come ye, who have taſted his grace, 
And cheerfully join in the ſong, 
Let holy rejoicing take place, 
To Jesvs our praiſes belong. 

2 O ſing of his beauty divine, 
For none upon earth is ſo fair, 
His glories the heavens out-ſhine, 
Not angels can with him compare! 
His brightneſs eclipſes the ſun, ' 
And darkens the radiant ſtars ; 
By dying, his conqueſts he won, 
And glory beams forth from his ſcars ! 


3 O ſing of his wonderful name 
With extacy, rapture, and joy ! 
And let his celeſtial fame 
Your loudeſt hoſannahs employ. * 
His name is in heaven ador'd | 
By all the bright legions on high; 
They hail him their King and their Lord, 
And ſound forth his praiſe thro” the ſky. 


4 Tell, tell to the ends of the earth 
The victories Jesvs has won; 
And ſing the high praiſes and worth 
"Bf Cod the omnipotent Son, 
B 2 


N 
His throne is exalted on high, 
Sweet majeſty ſits on his brow; 
When ſeraphs to JEsUs draw nigh, 
They wonder, and worſhip, and bow. 


5 O finy of his in inite love, 
That theme ſo delightfully ſweet ! 
And copy the choirs above 
Till with them in heaven we meet. 
Oh then how unſpeakably high 
Our bliſs and our triumph ſhall riſe! 
« Hoſannah to JEs US!“ we'll cry, 
And join in the ſongs of the ſkies. 


HYMN III. Anollicr. 


1 O Now for a rapture divine as the theme 
Of Jxsus' compaſſon ! who dy'd to redeem 
The vileſt of ſinners from bondage and thrall, 
That they might adore him, and bleſs him for wn 


2 Wake every paſſion with pleaſure and joy, 
And join the ſeraphic, delightful employ, 
To ſing forth the praiſes of JEsus's name, 
And all his celeſtial glories proclaim. 


3 Bright Seraphs, attend! all your harmony bring, 
And teach us poor mori als his triumphs to ſing; 


| You well know the ſubject, the muſic, the ſong, 


And all the hoſannahs, which to him belong. 
4 Encircied with glory, and ſplendor divine, 
Does he on his throne in ſwcet majeſty ſhine ; 
3 ? His 
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CSF 
His ſmiles fill all heaven with joy and delight, 
And angels preſs forward, and gaze on thy light. 


5 They gaxc, and they wonder, they worſhip, and 
ſing kt 
In raptures immortal to JzsUs their King; 
They wait on his triumph, and dwell on his 
praiſe, | e | 
In anthems the ſweeteſt their powers can raiſe. 


6- Then let us poor ſinners, redeem'd by his blood, 
| Adore the great name of our Saviour and God, 
And vie with the Seraphs in heavenly lays, 
To ſound forth his glory; and publiſh his pratſe, 


7 To Jesus, JeHovan! enthroned above, 

In ſongs we preſent our affectionate love, 
And join the harmonious {trains of the ſky, ; 
While « J/orthy the Lamb!” we adoringly cry. 4 


8 Let this be on earth our delightful employ, 
In heaven our glorious permanent joy, f 
To ſing of our IEsus, th' eternal © I AM!” 
And join in the chorus of © Worthy the Lamb ]“ 


mY 
HYMN IV. 
And this is my Friend. Sol. Song, v. 16, 
0 ] | 1 Conz, let us here rejoice to raiſe 
* A ſacred ſong of ſolemn praiſe, 
1 Up to the heavens our voices ſend, 
And I Esus ſing, our heavenly friend. 
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2 Sweet are the accents of his name, 
Vaſt as eternity his fame! 


What heart can fully comprehend 
The boundleſs glories of this friend 


3 O let us make his name our truſt, 
tle is a Saviour wiſe and juſt ; 
On his almighty arm depend, 

He is a try'd, a faithful friend. 


4 He will our every want ſupply, 
In every trouble will be nigh ; 
Will love and fave us to the end; 
O bleſs and praile this precious friend. 


5 Come, guilty ſinners, plead his name, 
Jesvs for ever is the ſame : 
He to your ſouls will peace extend, 
And prove himſelf your trueſt friend. 


6 Grant, deareſt Lord | we each may prove 
Thy power, thy preſence, and thy love 
And everlaſting ages ſpend I IN 

In ſacred praiſe to thee, our friend. 


HYMN YV, 
Fear not, thou Worm. Iſa, xli. 14. 
1 Vr humble ſouls, in God rejoice, / 
And liſten to the Saviour's voice; 


His voice ſhall every fear diſarm, 
And JEsus ſays, Fear not, thou worm /” 


9 2 He 


: 
©Y 
2 


8 3 


- 
1 
N 
3 
. 
"£ 
. 
* 
2 
* > | 
. 
"= 
* 
N 
, 
it 
o 
9 
0 
» 
e 
32 
i 
— 
Pa 
F3 


n 


% 


hy 


4 
2 He knows you 're ſinful, vile, and weak, 
And often ſcarce a word can ſpeak : 


He ſees what fears your ſouls alarm, 
And kindly ſays, “Fear not, thou warm /” 


3 In all the conflicts ye paſs through, 
His precious promiſe keep in view : 
Thro' this you wonders will perform, 
Becauſe he ſays, * Fear not, thou worm!“ 


4 In every {trait he'll help you ſtil}, 

And you with ſtrength and courage fill; 
He'll guard your trembling ſouls from harm, 
And ſmiling ſay, Fear not, thou worm ]“ 


5 Still onward urge your heavenly way, 


Let nought on earth your hearts diſmay, 
Boldly, in him, face every ſtorm, 
Since thus he ſays, Fear not, thou worm 1” 


6 When the great change, by death, ſhall come, 


And Jesus call your ſpirits home, 
You'll die repoling on his arm, 
And hear him fay, Fear not, thou worm !” 


7 Then ſhall you reach that bliſsful ſhore 
Where fin and death are known no more; 
And wear a bright celeſtial form, | 
And ever ling, ** Fear nat, thou worm!“ 


— 
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HYMN VI. 


All my Springs are in thee, Pf. Ixxxvii. 7. 


I Now, deareſt Lord] to praiſe thy name 
Let all our powers agree 
Worthy rt thou of endleſs fame, 
Our ſprings are all in Thee, 


2 Here in thy love will we rejoice, 
All fov'reign, rich, and free, 
Singing (we hope with heart and voice) 
Our ſprings are ſtil] in Thee. 


3 To whom, dear Jesus! O to whom 
Should needy ſinners flee, 
But to thyſelf, who bid'ſt us come? 
Our ſprings are all in Thee. 


4 Some tempted, weak, and trembling ſaint 
He fore thee now may be; 
Let not kis hopes or wiſhes faint, 
His ſprings are all in Thee. 


5 The poor ſupply, the wounded heal, 
Let ſinners ſuch as we 
Salvation's bleflings taſte, and feel 
Our ſprings are all in Thee. 


6 When we arrive at Zion's hill, 
And all thy glories ſce, 
Our joyful ſongs ſhall echo ſtill, 
Our ſprings ate all in Thee. 


HYMN VII. 2 
To JESUS CHRIST. Ap 


1 Dean JEsus ! to thee 
I thankfully flee, 
Thou life and delight of thy ſaints! 
Tis of thee I ſing, 
And to thee I bring 
My ſorrows, and fears, and complaints. 
2. For thou, Lord! alone. 
Did'ſt for me atone, 
When hanging on Calvary's tree; 
The work was divine, 
The glory be thine, 
Who diedſt for poor ſinners, like me. 


4 Thy powerful arm 
Dtiefends me from harm, 
While I in this wilderneſs dwell; 
It for me provides, 
And with me abides, : 
And cruſhes the powers of hell. 


4 Thy wiſdom divine 
Continues to ſhine, 
And ſtill guides me lafely along, 
And all through the way, 
| By night and by day, 
Affords me a comforting ſong. - 
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+8 5 Thy heavenly care 
Is ſure to prepare 

A kind and a conſt.nt ſupply 
It fills me with food, 
Celeſtial and good, 

And hears me whenever I cry. 


6 Thy faithfulneſs, Lord ! 
3 Reveal'd in thy word, 
Revives and rejoices my heart; 
It ever endures, 
And ſweetly aſſures 
That from me thou ne'er wilt depart, 


—_— 
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But ſtill in my ſong 
I earneſtly long 
To ſee thee in glory above 
l There ever to ſing 
My God and my King, 
In ſtrains of celeſtial love. 


HYMN VIII. 
Chriſt the Pearl of great Price, Matt. xiii. 46 | 
1 LET every tuneful pow'r awake, 
And all our paſſions raiſe, 
W hile with our grateful tongues we ſpeak 
'The great Redcemer's praiſe. 


2 His matchleſs luſtre and his worth 
The brighteſt pear] outſhine ; 
Nature can never ſet him forth, 
Whoſe beauties are divine, 


5 | 1 A Pearl, 
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3 A Pear), a pearl beyond compare 
For worth and virtue too ! 


Thrice happy ſouls, whoſ* zeal and care 
This precious pearl purſue ! 


4 Of brighteſt gems how ſmall the loſs, 
This pearl of price to gain! 
Gladly you'd purt with all as loſs, 
Vile, worthleſs, poor, and vain. 


5 Let thoſe who this bright pearl poſſeſs 
Look up to heaven, and own, : 
That what they are, they are by grace, 
Free grace in Chriſt alone. | 


6 O that poor ſinners may be brought 
This glorious pearl to ſeek, 
And be by ſweet experience taught, 
Thy praiſes, Lord! to ſpeak. 


HYMN IX. 
The great Trumpet of the Goſpel. Iſa. xxvii. 13. 


1 Wirn ſolemn awe on hearts and tongues 
To thee, great God ! we raiſe our ſongs ;, 
Impart thy ſpirit's ſacred flame, 

And tune our fouls to ſing thy name. 


2 Let fervent, holy, humble love 
In raptures lead our ſouls above; 
And every pow'r ſhall join to bleſs 
Eternal love and ſovereign grace, 


B 6 We 
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3 Wechail the Goſpel's joyful ſound, 
There life, eternal life, is found : 
Blow this great trumpet, mighty Lord ! 
That ſouls may hear, and feel thy word. 


4 Now may ſome poor loſt ſinner ſay, 

“ This was the great, the glorious day, 
When JEsus did his power impart, 

And this great trumpet reach'd my heart.” 


5 Aſſyria's proud and haughty boaſt, 
Souls in Egyptian darkneſs loſt, 
Shall come and worſhip at thy throne, 
And grace's mighty conqueſt own. 
6 Thus, deareſt Lord! new trophies gain, 
Exert thy pow'r, extend thy reign : 
Let all our ſouls with praiſe abound 
For the great trumpet's joyful ſound. 


HYMN X. 
A SOLILOQU'Y. 
1 Hark! my ſou], 'tis IEsus ſpeaking, 
He whom thou haſt long been ſceking : 


What a promiſe does he make thee! 

I' ne'er leave thee, nor forſake thee.” 
2 By the world thou'rt little prized, 

Often for a fool deſpiſed ; 

But ſhould all on earth reject thee, 

He'll ne'er leave thee nor forſake thee, 


Though by hoſts of hell ſurrounded, 
Thou ſhalt never be confounded ; 


Though 
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Though fierce ſtorms may. overtake thee, 
He'll ne'er leave thee, nor foiſake ti:ce. 
4 Though thou'rt poor, and ail, crying, 
All that 's needful he 's ſupplving, 
All thy wants ſhall never break thee, 
He'll ne'er teave thee, nor forfake thee, 
5 As a pilgrim and a ſtranger, 
Oft thy way ſeems full of danger; 
Yet through all will Jesus guide thee, 
Ne'er to leave thee, nor forſake thee, 
6 When thy earthly friends are failing, 
And a wicked world' is railing, 
Straight to JEsus' arm betake thee, 
He'll ne'er leave thee, nor forſake thee.. 
7 Never ſtart at thoughts of dying, 
Still on Jesvs' love relying ; 
Though the fear of death may ſhake thee, 
He'll ne'er leave thee, nor forſake thee, 


% 


8 On that awful, glorious morning 
Of thy doareſt Lord's returning, 
Joyful from the grave he'll wake thee, 
Ne'er to leave thee, nor forſake thee, 


9 Then, with all the ſaints furrounded, 
Fill'd with love and joy unbounded, 
To the realms of bliſs he'll take thee, 
Ne'er to leave thee, nor forſake thee, 


10 There, in ſongs of heavenly glory, 
Thou'lt relate th* amazing ſtory, 
Telling what his grace did make thee, 

 Ne'er to leave thee, nor forſake thee, 
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HYMN XT. 


A Word of Comfort. NC 
Fear not ye; I know that ye ſeek Jeſus, that was crucified, 
Matt. xxviii. 5. 
i Ou kind and condeſcendin. Lord, 
W ho knows his people's fears, 
Here ſends + ſoul-ſuppor ting word, 
To ſtop their falling tears. 


2 Fear not,“ ſays he, © ye trembling fouts, 

Who thus my preſence ſeek, 

Compaſſion in my boſom rolls, 
To you, to you [| ſpeak : 

« I know the groans, the mournful ſighs, b 
Which from your hearts proceed 3 

To me liſt up your weeping eyes, q 
For you I came to bleed. 


4 Ve ſeek my preſence and my love, 
Nor ſhall you ſeek in vain 
I your unchanging friend will prove, 
I *Il vilit you again. 


 5<« Seek me in my appointed ways, 
Around my table meet, > 
I 'n turn your ſighs to ioyful praiſe, 
| And make the banquet ſweet.“ 
6 Thus, deareſt Saviour } meet us here, 
Mhile we ſurround thy board, 
O let thy bliſsful ſmiles appear, 
And joy and heaven afford, 
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1 HYMN XII. 

: In my Diſtreſs I called on the Lord. PC. xvii. 6. 

1 Jes, my Lord ! my life! my all! 
Proſtrate before thy throne I fall; 


Fain would my ſoul look up, and ſee 
My hope, my heaven, my all, in thee, 


2 Here in this world of fin and woe 
I'm fill'd with toſſings to and fro; 
Burden'd with fin, with fear oppreſs'd, 
And nothing here can give me reſt, 


3 In vain from creatures help I ſeek, 
Thou, only thou, the word canſt ſpeak, 
To hcal my wounds, and ealm my grief, 
Or give my mournful heart relief, 


4 Lord! I am vile, and poor, and weak,. 
Yet will I for thy mercy ſeek: 
I therefore cannot turn away, 
But wait to hear what thou wilt ſay. 


5 O ſpeak! and bid my ſoul rejoice; 
J long to hear thy pard'ning voice: 
Say „ peace! be till! look up and live, 
Life, peace, and heaven, are mine to give,” 


6 Without thy peace and preſence, Lord! 
Neot ali the world can help afford: 
O do not frown my ſoul away, 
Lord ! ſmile my darkneſs into day. 


7 Then, fill'd with grateful holy love, 
My foul in praiſe thall ſoar above; 
And witn delightful joy rccord. 
"The wond'rous goodneſs of my Lord. ; 
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HYMN XIII. 


Her Ways are Ways of pleaſantneſs, and all her ,Piths - 
are Peace. Prov. ii. 17 


1 Jesus! thy ſacred Name we bleſs, 
Nor ſhall our praiſes ceaſe, 
For all thy ways are pleaſantneſs, 
And all thy paths are peace. 


2 With thankful joy we here confeſs; . 
And may that joy.increafe, 

That all thy. ways are pleaſantneſs, 
And all thy paths are peace. 


3 Our higheſt ſongs can ne'er expreſs: 
| Ihe. glories of thy grace, 
Whoſe ways are ways of pleaſantneſs, 
And all her paths are peace. 


4 Still in thy ſtrength we'll onward preſs, . 
Nor ſhall our zeal decreaſe, 
For all thy ways are pleaſantneſs, . 
And all thy paths are peace. 


5 When from this howling wilderneſs. 
Death ſhall. our ſouls releaſe, 
We'll own thy ways are pleaſantneſs, 
And all thy paths are peace. 


6 When we, in heaven, thy throne addreſs; . 
We'll ſing, we'll never ceaſe; 
That all thy ways are pleaſantneſs, J 
And all thy paths are peace. . 4 


Un ) 


HYMN XIV. 


A poor Sinner at the Throne of Grace. 


1 How glad was my poor heart to hear 
The Lord's dear children ſay, 


« Come, let us to his houſe repair, 
To praiſe his name and pray !” 


2 Among them, Lord! behold me come, 
A ſinner, vile and poor: | 
Thy word informs me there is room, 
Nor haſt thou ſhut the door, 


3 I'll venture then, and at his feet 
My ſinful ſoul Tl lay, 
Hoping he'll one in mercy meet 
While with his ſaints I pray. 


4 A wretched outcaſt, poor and mean, 
A ſinner all defil'd; 
Say, deareſt Lord! can I be clean, 
Can I be made thy child ? 


5 Merit or power, Lord! I've none, 
Nor {ſtrength to will or do, 

Vet help, O God! is laid on One, 
Who faithful is and true, 


6 Jesus! that name for ever dear, 
I make my only pled, 
Oh will he now in love appear, - 
And turn and look on me? | 


7 My fears prevent, my guilt remove, 
And melt my rocky heart; 


- 
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One bliſoful ſmile O let me prove 
Before I hence depart. 


8 Then will I join to bleſs thy name, 
And with thy ſaints rejoice 
And to a liſt'ning world proclaim 
How God has heard my voice. 


HYMN XVI. 


But he anſwered not a Word, Matt. xv. 23. 


1 Oxcx a poor ſinner cry'd 

To jesvus CHRIST the Lord, 
Who ſeem'd his heart and face to hide, 
Nor anſwer'd her a word, 


2 So, in diſtreſs, have I 
His gracious aid implor'd, 
Who yet ſeem'd deaf to all my cry, 
Nor anſwer'd me a word. 


3 Affecting caſe indeed! 

Will he no help afford? 
Has he left off to intercede, 
Who anſwers nota word? 

4 Ah! muſt I beg in vain 
Before this loving Lord ? 

Will he ſtill hear my ſou! complain, 
And anſwer not a word? 


Oh muſt I periſh here, 
And will not he regard ? 

He knows my overwhelming fear, 
But anſwers not a word, 


( * 


b And muſt I give it up ? 
Is TEsv's heart grown hard? 
And mutt I drink this bitter cup, 
And he not ſpeak a word? | 


7 Will he reject my ſoul? 
Is all his mercy barr'd ? 

A look from him would make me whole, 
Who anſwers not a word, 

8 Yes, I'll entreat him till, 
This ſha'nt my prayer retard; 

Pl truſt his name, I'll wait his will, 

Ere long he'll ſpeak the word, 


9 My ſoul, in him rejoice, 
Thy ſuit ſhall be preferr'd, 
He hears thy mournful, plaintive voice, 
And ſoon he'll ſpeak the word, 


10 Then will J ſing, and fay 
« Let JEsus be ador'd,” 
Who has not frown'd my ſoul away, 
But ſpoke the healing word. 


HYMN XVII. 


Emanuel. Matt. 1. 23- 
1 Now 7 let a ſong ot ſ.cred joy 

Our voices and our hearts employ, 
While we on earth attempt to tell 
The glories of Emanuel. 


2 Far, far above the glittering ſkies, 
Beyond the reach of mortal eyes, 
Does he in radiant glory dwell, 

Our Saviour God, Emanucl, 


5 Seraphs 


5 Yet fain would we with angels join 
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3 Seraphs and angels round his throne 
Unite, to make his glories known, 
Vet does he all their praiſe excel, 
So great is our Emanuel. 


4 The higheſt notes their harps can raiſe 
Fall far below his glorious praiſe, 
Nor can the ſofteſt anthem tell 
The glories of Emanuel. 


In praiſe and worſhip ſo divine, 
Of him to ſing becomes us well, 
Who bears this name, Emanuel, 


6 He's “ God with us,” and may the name 
Our ſouls with holy love inflame, 
For ever on his praiſe to dwell. 
As our ador'd Emanuel, 


7 For us he left the worlds above 
On wings of everlaſting love, 
With ſinful worms on earth to dwell, 
And thus appear'd Emanuel. 


8 Fail, great Redeemer, all divine! 
In whom eternal glories ſhine 
With joy to all the world we tell 

Our Jesvs is Emanuel. 


9. Accept, dear Lord ! the higheſt praiſe 
Our hearts and voices here can raiſe ; 
With thee ere long we hope to dwel,. 
And ever ſing Emanuel, 


— 
— 
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HYMN XVIII. 


I will ſing of the Mercies ofthe Lord for ever. Pf. Ixxxix. 1. 


1 Ox mercies I'll for ever ſing, 
To God, my Saviour and my King, 
To Him my ſoul in praiſe Þ'll pour, 
His mercies evermore endure. 


2 His mercies are divinely free, 
His mercies pardon guilty me z 
His mercies to my ſoul arequre, 
His mercies evermore endure. 


3 His mercies heal me when I'm weak, 
His mercies I'll for ever ſeek ; 
His mercies are my balm and cure, 
His mercies evermore endure, 


4 His mercies wond'rous things perform, 
His mercies help a helpleſs worm; 
His mercies make my ſtate ſecure, 
His mercies evermore endure, 


5 His mercies lead me in-the way, 
His mercies feed me day by day; 
His mercies ſtill my ſoul allure, 
His mercies evermore endure, 


6 His mercies give me life and breath, 
His mercies for me conquer death; 
His niercies all my heaven inſure, 
His mercies evermore endure, 


7 His mercies all my praiſes claim, 
His mercies always are the ſame; 


His 
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His mercies do my ſoul aſſure, 
His mercies evermore endure. 


8 His mercies I adore and love, ' 
His mercies reign in heaven above; 
His mercies will ſalvation bring, 3 
His mercies Il! for ever ſing. 


HYMN XIX. 1 
Why weepeſt thou? Whom ſeekeſt thou? John xx. 15. 7 
I Warn Zion's mourners weep, and ſeek F 
An abſent hidden Lord, 
*Tis none but JI Es us then can ſpeak 
A ſoul-ſupporting word, 


2 Here, deareſt Lord! before thy throne 
TI weep, and ſeck thy face; 
Thy comforts, Lord ! and thine alone, 
Can fuit my mournfal caſe, 4 
3 1 weep and ſeek, and well I may, 85 — 
When Jesus does withdraw, | 
Sad darkneſs clouds my happy day, 
And fills my ſoul with awe. 
4 But hear, my ſoul, the Saviour ſpeak, 
See him in love draw nigh ; 
« Why doſt thou weep? Whom doſt thou ſeek? 
Behold me, it is 1.” 
5 Dear Lord ! I weep, and ſeek, and pray, 
That on me thou would'ſt look, Is 
And take this heart of ſtone away, 


Ii! 3 O let it here be broke. | 
6 « Look 
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6 „ Look then,” ſays Jesus, © look on me, 
I live, who once was dead ; 


And when I hung on Calv'ry's tree, 
For thee I wept and bled. 


7 * For thee Ileft the realms above, 
For thee I] groan'd and dy'd ; 
I ſought and found thee by my love, 
And for thee ['ll provide.“ 


8 Lord] may I weep for nought but ſin, 
And after none but thee ; 
Then may I from this time begin, 
And ſuch a weeper be. 


9 Yet there 's a happy day to come, 
When all my tears ſhall ceaſe, 
When 1 ſhall reach my heavenly home 
In endleſs joy and peace, 


| HYMN XX. 

* The Throne of Grace. | ; 3, 

1 Dear Lord! to us aſſembled here 
Reveal thy ſmiling face, 


While we with humble love and fear 
Approach the Throne of Grace. 


) B 2 Thy houſe is call'd the houſe of pray'r, 
A ſolemn ſacred place | 
O let us now thy preſence ſhare 
While at the Throne of Grace. 


3 With holy boldneſs may we come, 
Though of a ſinful race, de 
ok Sree — 8 5 Thankful 
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Thankful to find there yet is room 
Before the Throne of Grace. 


4 Our earneſt, fervent cry attend, 
And all our faith increaſe, 
While we our heavenly friend addreſs 
Upon a Throne of Grace. 


5 His tender pity and his love 

Our every fear ſhall chaſe, 
And all our help we then ſhall prove 
Comes from the Throne of Grace. 


6 Dear Lord i our many wants ſupply, 
Attend to every caſe, 
While humbled in the duſt we lie 
Low, at the Throne of Grace. 


7 We bleſs thee for thy word and laws, 
[| We bleſs thee for thy peace ; 

| And we do bleſs thee, Lord! becauſe 
i 1 E: There is a Throne of Grace. 
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| I GREAT God! before thy throne 
We joyfully appear, 
7 In ſongs to make thy glories known, 
I 8 And thus begin the Vear. 


2 What favoqrs all divine! 
IN What mercies ſhall we ſhare! 
| What bleflings all around us ſhine 


| Too n this New Lear! 
| A «3 Indulgent 
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Indulgent goodneſs ſpares 

And ſtill preſerves us here, 
And bounty all divine prepares 

Supplies for this New Year. 


4 Our follies paſt forgive, 
Our ſouls divinely cheer, 
And help us more to thee to live, 
Dear Lord, in this New Year. 


5 Prepare us for thy will, 
Whatever may appear, | 
And let thy loving kindneſs ſtill 
Preſerve us through the Year, 


6 Confirm our ſouls in thee, 
In faith and holy fear, 
And let a precious Jesus be 
Our ſong through all the Year, 4 | 


7 In holineſſ and love 
O may wq perſevere, 
And ſtrength derive from thee above, 
To help ug all the Year, 
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8 A heart rene w'd to love thee, Lord, 
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HYMN XXII. 
A New Year. 


1 Jesvs! O ſweet tranſporting name! 
To all believers dear; 

Help us to ſing thy glorious fame, 
And thus begin the Year, bh Ol 


2 By faith in thee, O may we live 
And walk with holy fear; 


For every grace thou haſt to give, 
Lord, give to us this Year. 


3 O may we look to thee by faith, 
Our views be ſweet and clear ; 
Then ſhall we welcome life or death, 

And find a happy Year. 
4 In Jesvs, O what wond'rous grace 
We've ever met with here' 
Saviour, reveal thy ſmiling face 
Te brighten this New Year, 
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And made by grace ſincere, 
To us, dear Jeſus, now afford, 
A gift for this New Year. 


a 
6 Through all this vale of tears and woe, | 
Afflictions, death, and fear, | I 
Saviour, thy tender pity ſhow, — F 
And keep us through the Year. 


7 To thee, dear Lord, our ſouls we give, 18 
For us do there appear, | 
And let thy ſmiles, on which we live, 7 
Begin and end the Year. 
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HYMN XXIII. 
New Year. 
1 O, our God and Father! hear us, 
While before thy throne we fall; 
Jeſus, on thy heart ſtill bear us, 
F While on thee for help we call : | . 
Grant us ſtill thy kind compaſſion, 
Guide and guard us from on high, 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
To us be for ever nigh. 


2 Bleſſings great thou art beſtowing - 
| On ſuch ſinful worms as we, 

And hereby art daily ſhowing 

All our ſprings are ſtill in thee: 

By thy tender mercy ſpared 

We begin another Year, 

May our hearts be all prepared, 
Now to ſing thy praiſes here | 


3 O thou kind and heavenly donor 
Of the favours we enjoy, 
Now thy gracious name to honour, 
Be our ſouls divine employ ! 
Teach and help us, Lord, to praiſe thee, 
Who thy goodneſs richly prove; 
Let united ſongs addreſs thee, 
Fill'd with gratitude and love, 
In thine arms ſtill kindly take us, 
Still our ways and goings bleſs ; 
Never leave us, nor forſake us, 
O thou God of a grace 
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For thy holy will prepare us, 
While we are ſcjourners here ; 
And if thou art pleas'd to ſpare us, 
Lord, make this a happy Year. | 


5 But we hope and wait believing, 
For a brighter world to come, 
Ever there to be receiving 
Glory—in our heavenly home : 
There, when mortal life is ended, 
And when time ſhall be no more, 
There thy praiſe ſhall be extended 
Ever—yes—for evermore. 


HYMN XXIV. 
Ebenezer, for a New Year, 


” 1 Gazar God of glory, power, and love, 
Tune thou our hearts to holy praiſe ; 
Let us thy gracious preſence prove, 
While we our Ebenezer raiſe. 


2 Tis by thy kind indulgent hand, 
Thy tender mercy and thy care, 
That here before the Lord we ſtand, | 
Our Ebenezers to declare. | | 


3 What ſcenes of merey all divine , 
Have open'd, clos'd, and crown'd the year 
And now a new one we begin, 
We raiſe our Ebenezer here. 


——— — —_ —_ 
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4 Our helper, God! thy name we bleſs, 
And to thy ſacred footſtool bring 
The monument of thankfulneſs, 
And Ebenezer humbly ſing. 


5 From every potent, crafty foe, 


Thy help our ſure defence has been: 
How often in this world of woe 
Thy Ebenezers have we ſeen ! 


6 In duties, trials, dangers too, 


What wond'rous help doſt thou afford! 
Now let our grateful praiſes ſhew 
Our Ebenezer is the Lord. 


7 Still to thy gracious help we fly, 


Nor other helper will we own, 
Whether we live this Year or die, 
Our Ebenezer's God alone, 


8 We know not what may intervene, 
But in thy praiſe we'll ſpend our breath; 
And when we cloſe this mortal ſcene, 
An Ebenezer ſing in death. 


HYMN. XXV. 
New Year. 


+ FAT RHE R of mercies | God of Love! 


| Whoſe kind compaſſion ſtill we prove, — 


Our praiſe accept, and bleſs us here, 
As brought to this—anether year. 


2 We ſing thy goodneſs all divine, 
Whole radiant beams around us ſhine; 
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»Tis thro” thy goodneſs we appear 
Spared to this—another year, 


3 What ſhall we render to thy name? 
Or how thy glorious praiſe proclaim ? 
Whoſe conſtant, kind, indulgent care, 
Has brought us to another year. 


4 Minutes and mercies multiplied, 
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A conſtant ever- flowing tide, 
Have cloſely follow'd us while here, 
And brought us to—anether year. 

5 Thy bounty, pity, patience too, 
With thankful hearts, Lord, we review; 
And own we've had a plenteous ſhare, 
To bring us to—anetber year. 


6 Our ſouls, our all, we here reſign; 


Make us, and keep us, ever thine: 
And grant, that in thy love and fear 
We may begin another year, 

7 Be this our ſweet experience ſtill, 
To know and do thine holy will; 
Then ſhall our ſouls with joy ſincere 

Bleſs thee for this—anether year. 

8 Help us to walk as in thy ſight, 
With growing pleaſure and delight ; 
Then, whether life or death appear, 
We'll bleſs thee for—another year. 

9 Still, Lord, thro! life thy love diſplay, 

And then in death's approaching day 
We'll joyful part with all that's here, 
N or wiſh on earth — another year. 


* 
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HYMN XXVI. 
Addreſſed to young Perſons on the beginning of a New 


Year. 1 Kings xiv. 13. © Becauſe in him is found ſome 
good thing towards the. Lord God of Iſrael.” 


1 Ys lovely tribes in youthful bloom, 
A ſweet and ſmiling joy aſſume, 
Come, and with cheerful voices raiſe 
To God your grateful ſongs of praiſe. 5 


2 With humble hearts his Name adore, 
Thankful repeat his mercies o'gr, 
Goodneſs divine has brought you hcre, 
His name to bleſs on this New Year. 


3 Kindly he makes your lives his care, 

Richly his favours ſtill you ſhare ; 

Now to the God of grace and truth 
Devote your prime and flower of youth. 
4 Think how the young Abijah ſtood, 
| Blooming in youth, belov'd of God; 

This all his youthful beauty crown'd, 

That in him ſome good thing was found. 


5 Almighty grace his mind renew'd, 
And all his ſoul to God ſubdy'd ; © 
*T was love divine, which form'd his heart 
To love and chooſe the better part. 

6 Twas mercy call'd him from the ſkies ; 
Tas heavenly teaching made him wiſe ; 
And God's bright image on his ſoul 
Adorn'd, and bleſs'd, and crown'd the whole, 
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7 Dear monument of grace and truth, 
Thus liv'd and dy'd this happy youth; 
May each dear youth to pray incline, 
Lord, let Abijah's caſe be mine 

8 « May J poſſeſs Abijah's name, 

© God is my Father, —happy claim 

May I poſſeſs the ſame rich grace, 

And live and die with God in peace ! 


9 „O may my ſoul in grace abound, 
And in me thoſe good things be found, 
Abijah's God to me appear, 
And ſmile and bleſs me this New Year.” 


HYMN XXVII. 
The ſame, Pfalm civ. 12. 
1 Y lovely tribes of ſmiling Youth, 
Attend the voice of ſacred truth; 
Your parents hope, and joy, and boaſt, 
Let not the word on you be loſt, 


2 As plants you flouriſh, thrive, and grow : 
But do you God the Saviour know ? 
In age and ſtature you increaſe : 


But do you know the God: of grace ? 


3 Ah! let not ſin conſume the prime 
Of youthful, healthful, precious time! 
Do nct theſe golden hours deſtroy 
In pride, or luſt ful, carnal joy. 


4 As plants of piety and grace, 
The ſtrength and glory of your race, 
8 | 


O may 
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O may you grow, and thrive, and ſhine, 
In beauties heavenly and divine. | 


5. May God his feat implant within 
Then you'll deteſt and fly from ſin, 
And your dear parents pleas'd will view 
Chriſt's lovely.image form'd in you. 
6 Then ſhall our ſons and daughters ſtand 
Planted and poliſh'd by thy hand, 
Our ſons obey Jehovah's rod, 
Our daughters palaces for God. 


7 Dear I. ord, bow down thy gracious ear, 
Regard each pious parent's prayer, 
Bleſs our beloved riſing race, 
And crown their ſouls with ſaving grace. 


8 Before our eyes are clos'd in death, 
Or we to God reſign our breath, 
O that we may our children ſee 
Brought home by ſovereign love to Thee. 


9 That you, dear youths, may know the Lord, 
Walk in his ways, and love his word, 
Grow up in grace and holy fear, 
God ſend ou each a Happy Year! 


* i165 


HYMN XXvin. _, 
A Reflection at the End of the Year, 5 


F Goo of my life, 1 | 
Whoſe mercies bear my ſpirits u- 
Thankful to thee my ſoul would raiſe + |, 
A Sponumental ſong of praiſe, 
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2 Through all my life's amazing ſcene, 
How great have thy compaſſions been 
How has thy goodneſs, love, and power, 
Preſery*d me to the preſent hour 


3 Indulgent bounties all around 
My being and my life have crown'ld ; 
Unnumber'd bleſſings, rich and free, 
Haſt thou beſtow'd on worthleſs me. 


4 How do ] ſtill from year to year 
Thy pity and thy patience ſhare ! 
Upheld by thee, I ſtill am found 
Alive on ſparing mercy's ground. 


5 But above all, dear Lord, I bleſs 
Thy ſovereign, free, almighty grace, 
Which has'my finful ſoul renew'd, 
And my rebellious heart ſubdu'd, 


6 O Lord, exert thy glorious power, 
Renew my ſoul yet more and more; 
I've many evils ſtill within, 

And groan beneath a load of fin. 


7 My heart both ſinful is and ſad, 
And prone to all that 's vile and bad, 
Snares and temptations round me roll, 
And Satan watches for my ſoul. 


8 How often, as I march along, 
I fee] grace weak, corruption ftrong ! 
Frequent I think, were grace alive, 
Could I fo faintly fight and ftrive ? 
. Ep 9 What 
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9 What hoſts of foes around me preſs, 
Who often fill me with diſtreſs ! 
This to my mind that Scripture brings, 
Wha ts ſufficient for theſe things? 


10 Yet, Lord, though foes and fears abound, 
Thy grace ſufficient ſtill I've found; 1 
And all along my ſoul has ſeen, 

That as my day my ſtrength has been. 1 


11 In ſickneſs, with attendant pain, 
Thou'ſt heard my feeble ſoul complain, 
And often heal'd me with a touch, 
Ner have I had one ſtroke too much. 


12 And after all theſe ſcenes of love 
Shall this vile heart ungrateful prove, 
Abuſe thy goodneſs, ſcorn thy rod? 
Forbid it, O my gracious God ! 

13 Pardon, dear Lord! my follies paſt, 
Guide, guard, and bring me home at laſt ; 
Still for my help my God appear, 
And let thy ſmiles conclude the Year, 


14 Should'ſt thou be pleas'd my life to ſpare 
To, in, or through another year, 
This gracious boon O grant to me, 
That I may live alone to thee ! 


15 Before thee, then, ſhall I rejoice, 
And ſing with cheerful heart and voice; 
Come life or death, a choice I've none, 
Thy will, thy holy will be done, 
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HYMN XXIX. 
Ihe cloſe of the Year. 


1 Heav'xrLy Father! here we bleſs thee, - 
All thy goodneſs we adore ; 
And with humble ſongs addreſs thee, 
God of mercy, love, and pow'r ! 
Thou haſt been our great ſalvation, 
Thro' the world's deceitful maze z 
Thro' afſliction and temptation, 
Thou haſt kept us all our days. 


2 Having help from thee obtzined, 

Here before thze, Lord, we ſtand; 
Foes and fears thou has reſtrained, 

By thy gracious, mighty hand 
Ev'ry want halt thou ſupplied, 

Life, and health, and needful food ; 
Nothing has thy love denied, 

Which thou knew'ſt woald do us good. 


3 But renewing love and favour - 
In us wrought by ſovereign grace, 
Thro' a dear and precious Saviour, 
Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe: 
Here-our fins are all forgiven; 
Here our mighty debt is paid; 
Here we've peace, and peace with heav* n, 
Made in him our living Head. 


4 He, dear Shepherd, kindly ſought us, 
Strong, to fave us he drew near; 
Hitherto his love has brought us, 
And we cloſe another year. 


Pardon, 
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1 
Pardon, Lord, our ev'ry failing; 
O forgive our follies paſt; 
Let thy grace be ſtill prevailing, 
Safe to bring us home at laſt. 
5 If another year thou ſpare us, 
Grace, and ſtrength, and merey give 4 
For thy holy will prepare us, 
Whether we ſhall die or live, 
Now to God, the great Jehovah, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Be the higheſt praiſe for ever, 
Here, and by the heav'nly hoſt! _ 


HYMN XXX. 
At a Prayer Meeting. 


3 Once more we are met in IEsus's name, 
Nor can we forget, his praiſe to proclaim 
And while we are ſinging his name and his love, 
O may he be bringing us help from above. 


2 Then, Lord, in thy name we ever will truſt, 
Thou till art the ſame, moſt holy and juſt; 
We humbly adore thee, who ſit'ſt on the throne, 
And bow low before thee, thy godhead to own. 


3 Now, Lord, ſet us free from bondage and thrall, 
And here let us ſec, that thou art our ali, 
Our ſhield to protect us from every foe, 
Our guide to direct us, wherever we go. 


4 O teach us to pray in faith and in love, 


That ſo our hearts may abundantly prove, 


1 


Tis good to draw near thee, our Lord and our 
King, 
To love and to fear thee, to worſhip and ſing. 


5 Aſſiſt every heart, to plead with thee, Lord, 
And kindly impart thy ſpirit and word, 
To ſave from diſtractions, from deadneſs and 
pride, 
And cauſe our affections with thee to abide. 


6 Come, heavenly dove, thou ſpirit of prayer, 
Deſcend from above, and comfort us here; 
O ſhew forth thy power in every breaſt, 
Then in this glad hour we each ſhall be bleſt. 


HYMN XXXI. 


Fa 


Prayer Meeting. 


x Tux hour of prayer once more is come, 
And once more here we meet: 
Thanks to the Lord, there yet is room 
To bow at Jesvus' feet. 


2 By faith in prayer before Thee, Lord, 
Help us to ſpread our caſe ; 
And to our waiting ſouls afford 
Some tokens of thy grace: 1 


3 The helpleſs, poor, and needy ſoul, 
The tempted and diftreſs'd, 
Dear Lord relieve, dear Lord make whole, 
 Andcalm each troubled breaſt, 
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4 The faith and hope, the joy and love 
Of all thy ſaints increaſe; 
Hardneſs and blindnefs, Lord, remove, 
And fill our hearts with peace. 


5 The ſick and weak, and thoſe confin'd, 
Upon our hearts we bear : 
May they be to thy will refign'd, 
And thy compaſſions ſhare ! 


6 Our abſent friends abroad at ſea, 
And thoſe away by land, 
We humbly, Lord, commit to thee, 
O guard them by thy hand! 


7 And now aſliſt their ſouls, who may 
Upon thee farther call; 

Hide not thy heav'nly face away, 
But ſmile and bleſs us all. 


HYMN XXXII. 


Is any afflited, let him pray. James v. 13. . 

1 Ye mourning, ye afflicted ſaints, 
To God make known your ſoul's complaints 
From him, O never turn away, 

But, though afflicted, hope and pray. 


2 He ſees your ſorrows, ſighs, and tears; 
Then all your griefs, and all your fears, 
Still at his ſacred footſtoo! lay, g 
And, though afflicted, wait and pray. 
3 Remember what his truth has ſpoke; 
And O his truth can'ne'er be broke! 
© OR Does 
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Does not the faithful record ſay, 
« Strength ſhall be equal to thy day.“ 


4 How true has this ſweet promiſe ſtood ! 


« All things ſhall work, and work for good,” 


Do not his precious word gainſay, 
But, though afflicted, wait and pray. 


5 Still truſt your wiſe, your faithful friend, 


Ere long your ſorrows all ſhall end, 
And you with thankful joy ſhall ſay, _ 
That God has heard the afflited pray. 


6 Take comfort, then, in all your ſtraits, 
Know, that his tender mercy waits, 
His richeſt favours to diſplay, 

And ever hears you when you pray. 


HYMN XXXIII. 
God the object of Prayer. 


i GREAT God, before thy ſacred throne 


Me ſinful creatures bow; | 
O let thine eye look gently down, 
And meet and bleſs us now. 


2 Help us to pray with holy awe, 


With faith and humble love; 
And may thy ſpirit kindly draw 
Our ſouls to thee above. 


3 Deep in our inmoſt minds impreſs 
The glories of thy name; 
O ſhew thy reconciled face, 
And all thy love proclaim ! 
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4 To thee, our God and King, we cry, 
O hearken to our pray'r ! 
To thee, and none but thee, we fly; 
O make our ſouls thy care! 


5 Hear us in Heaven, thy dwelling place, 
While unto thee we pray; 
O glorify thy ſovereign grace, 
And take our fins away 
6 Our God, our hope, our heavenly Friend, 
Our Father and our all; 


Our firſt great cauſe, and laſt great end, | 
On thee for help we call. 


7 Thou art the glorious object, Lord, 
Of prayer, of praiſe, and love; 
Now to our fouls wilt thou afford 
A taſte of joys above ? x 


HYMN XXXIV. 
- Pouring the Heart to God. 


1 Farnxx of mercies, God of grace, 
Thy glories we revere 

To us reveal thy ſmiling face, 
And baniſh every fear, 


2 Encourag'd by thy gracious word, 
We venture near thy throne, 

To pour our hearts before the Lord, 
And all our wants make known. 
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3 Lord, let not unbelief, nor pride, 
Shut up our hearts from thee 


From theſe, and every fin beſide, 
Vouchſafe to ſet us free, 


4 O 'tis a happy frame of mind, 
When chaſten'd by his rod, 
Still to believe him good and kind, 
And pour our hearts to God. 


5 When we his gracious ſmiles enjoy, 
And would thoſe fmiles ſecure, 
Ever let this be our employ, 
Our hearts to God to pour. 


6 While in this finful world we ſtay, 
Let us reſigned be; 
And when by death we're call'd away, 
We ll pour our hearts to thee. 


7 But O we hope, ere long, to meet 
With all thy faints above, 
And pour our hearts at Jesvs' feet, 
In ſongs of joy and love 


HYMN XXXV. 
The Neceſſity of Prayer. 


* 


i WIUuII x harden'd ſinners dare deſpiſe, 
And ſcoff and mock at prayer, 
Gladly to heaven we lift our eyes, 
For all our hopes are there. 


Not 
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2 The word, the power, the grace, the * 
Of Jeſus will we plead; 
He lives l he ever lives above, 
For us to intercede |! 


3 Sure ground, and ſure foundation too, 
We find in Jeſus' name; | 
Herein we every bleſſing view, 
And every favour claim. 


4 He by his name himſelf has bound, 
The prayer of faith to grant; 

What bleſſings in his name are found, 
Suited to every want! 


5 Then let his name for ever be 
To us ſupremely dear; 
Our only all-prevailing plea, 
For all our hope is there. 
6 This is the name the father loves 
To hear his children plead; 


And all ſuch pleading he approves, 
And bleſſes them indeed, - 


HYMN XXXVII. 
The Privileges of Prayer. : 
1 How ſhall our hearts or tongues expreſs | 
The praiſes due to ſovereign grace 


That we, who Satan's paths have trod, 
here, in prayer, draw near to God! 


% 
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2 In this great privilege we view 
Our honour, pleaſure, profit too; 
That we, let what will be our caſe, 
May till draw near and ſeek thy face. 


- 3 O look with pity on us, Lord, 

Thy precious influence afford! - -— 
From chains and fetters ſet us free, 
And help us to draw near to thee. 


4 Be thou our chiefeſt joy below, 
That we to (God may daily go; 
That precious healing blood to plead, 
By which we are brought near indeed. 

5 When thro? the gloom of death we paſs, 
There ſhall we ſee thy ſmiling: face, + 


And gladly drop this earthly clod, 
And mount to heaven, and meet our God, 


6 In that bright world, nor fin, nor fear, 
Shall intercept our drawing near: 


There ſin and fear fhall be deſtroy'd, 
And God for ever be enjoy d. 


"HYMN XXXIX. 
The spirit and Grace of Prayer. 
1 ExzRNAL Spirit ! mighty Lord! 
Jehovah is thy name; 
Thy glories here will we record, 
And ling thy wond'rous fame. 


'T' was 
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2 Tas thy almighty power and love, 
Which call'd our ſouls from death; 


O raiſe our hearts to thee above, 
In praiſe, while we have breath. 


3 Of heavenly love thou art the pledge, 
The witneſs, and t e ſeal 
O that, in prayer when we engage, 
We may their influence feel ! 


4 Help our infirmities, we pray, 
Our ignorance remove; 

O ſmile our darkneſs into day, 
And fill us with thy love. 


5 Our faint attempts, Lord, kindly own, 
And for us intercede ; 

Hear every ſigh, and every groan, 
Which from our hearts proceed. 


6 View every pained, throbbing heart, 
That would, but cannot pray; 
Thy gracious liberty impart, 
To teach them what to ſay. 
7 Great ſearcher of the heart! to thee 
Let every groan aſcend; _ 
Thou know'ſt the Spirit's mind, and we 
Upon his help depend, + 
8 He intercedes for every faint. 
According to thy will; 
True praying ſouls ſhall never faint, 
For he is with them ſtill. 
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HYMN XI. 


The various gifts of Prayer. 


x AvThor of every gift and grace! 
On thee our ſouls rely ; 
Do thou our mental darkneſs chaſe, 
And bleſs us from on high. 


| * 


2 How various, yet how kind and good 
Are all thy gifts of Prayer! 

So faithful has thy record ſtood, 
Which we with joy declare. 


3 The leaſt and feebleſt of thy ſaints 
Some praying gifts attend; 
And he who 's ſtrong, and ſeldom faints, 
Muſt ſtill on thee depend. 


4 For gifts of prayer we bleſs thy name, 
But moſt for grace we pray; 
For grace will ever be the ſame, 
Though gifts ſhould fade away. 


5 Vet let our gifts and graces, Lord! 

| Thy wond'rous love proclaim, 

Till we with rapturous joy record 
In heaven thy glorious name. 


HYMN. XLI. : 
The Trials and Temptations attending Prayer, 
1 De ax Saviour! let thy gracious eye 
In pity now look down, 


While unto thee for help we cry, 
And all our vileneſs own. 


2 Often 


* 
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2 Often beſet with ſhame or fear 
When we attempt to pray, 

Or fuch confuſions interfere, 
We ſcarce know what to ſay. 


3 Darkneſs and hardneſs, guilt and pride, 
And Satan's craft and rage, 
Make us our ſinful faces hide, 
And often fear to engage. 


4 Lord! let thy mighty power and love 
Upon us be diſplay'd, 
Send thy good ſpirit from above, 
And grant us timely aid. 


5 Subdue theſe evils, deareſt Lord ! * 
Remove them far away, 
And let thy gracious help afford 
Renewed grace to pray. 
6 Still, Lord! uphold us in thy ſtrength, 
And we'll go on in prayer, 
Till we arrive in heaven, at length, 
To praiſe for ever there. 


HYMN XLII. 

The Anſwer of Prayer. 

1 Co u, praying ſouls, rejoice, 
And bleſs your Father's name; 


Joyful to him lift up your voice, | - 
And all his love proclaim, 


Db 2 Your. "I 
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Us oe 


2 Your mournful cry he hears, 
He marks your feebleſt grori, 
Supplies your wants, diſpels your fears, 
And makes his mercy known, 


3 To all his praying ſaints 
He ever will attend; 
And to their ſorrows and complaints 
Will timely ſuccour ſend. | 


4 Then bleſſed be the Lord! 
Who bas not turn'd away 
His mercy, nor his precious word, 
From thoſe who love to pray. 


5 No, ſtill he bows his ear 
In gentle pity down; 
For praying breath he loves to hear 
And praying ſouls he *ll crown. 
6 Then let us ftill go on 
In his appointed ways, 
Rejoicing in his name alone, 
In prayer and humble praiſe, 


HYMN XLII. 
The End and Iſſue of Prayer. 
1 Co xx, let our ſouls rejoice, to ſing 
Our dear Redeemer's praiſe ! 


And before him, our heavenly King, 
New ſongs of honour faiſe. 


2 He 
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2 He hears our cries, and ſees our tears, 
Nor will he turn away, 


But ſcatter all our doubts and fears, 
And help us ſtill to pray. 


3 Stedfaſt, immoveable, and ſtrong, 
Lord make our hearts in prayer, 
Whilſt thou our lives on earth prolong 

In zeal and holy fear. 


4 Prayer is the work the Lord commands, 


And owns, and honours too 
To him we'll lift our hearts and hands: 
All worſhip is his due. 


5 Nor ſhall our labour be in vain 
In him our loving Lord, 
Who will our faith and hope maintain, 
And help us by his word, 


& Wait on him then, each praying ſoul, 
And humbly truſt his grace; 
The happy end will crown the whole, 
And you ſhall ſee his face. 


7 There to eternity you 'll ſing, 
In raptures all divine, | 
The boundleſs glories of your King, 
And like him ever ſhine, 
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HYMN XIV, 
On the Nativity. 


I Jor N all who love the Saviour's name, 
His boundleſs glories to proclaim, 
And ſound his praiſe abroad; 
He comes, a dying world to bleſs 
With all the riches of his grace : 
All hail, zncarnate Ged ! 


2 Join, ye bright tenants of the ſky, 
Sound, ſound his glorious name on high, 
And all his work applaud ; 
Your golden harps, your holy joy, 
_ Approve the theme, and love th' employ, | 
To ſing, th' incarnate Ged, 


3 Here, then, let heav'n and earth combine, 
In ſongs melodious and divine, 
To reach his bleſs'd abode : 
Angels and men unite to tell. 
The glories of Emanuel, 


And ſing, th' incarnate God! 


4 He ſtoop'd from glory's bliſsful height, 
Bleſs'd a dark world with heav*nly light, 
| And bore our pond”rous load: \ 
He gave his life a ſacrifice, 
And roſe triumphant to the ſkies, 
The great incarnate God] 


5 He lives, and reigns, and ſhines above, - 
Reſplendent in all-conquering love, i 
| 8 Amidſt 


A. 
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Amidſt the dazzling crowd 
Of ſaints and ſeraphs, bright and ſtrong, 
Whoſe ev'ry harp and ev'ry ſong 

Praiſe him, th* incarnate God] 


6 Again in awful pomp he *ll come, 
Shake the wide earth, and rouſe the tomb, 

That gloomy, dark abode : 
Aſſembled worlds ſhall then appear, 
And at his bar their ſentence hear ;— 
Their judge, 1h' incarnate Gd 


7 While his proud encmies, that day, 
Shall faint with terror and diſmay, 
And tremble at his rod: 
May we, with joy, behold his face, 
And ſing, in heaven, the glorious grace 
Of our incarnate God! 


HYMN XLv. 
On the Nativity, 


8 Tn E Saviour to adore, 
Join every tuneful power 


In loudeſt, ſweeteſt ſongs of ſolemn ound 3 
Let a peculiar joy 


Attend the bleſs'd employ, 
And glad Hoſannahs echoall around, 


Angels and Seraphs, ay, 
On that auſpicious day, 


„ When 


1 
When the great God incarnate was made known, 
What new, what glorious ſtrains. 


Spread o'er th' ethereal plains, 
And roſe harmonious to th? eternal throne ? 


3 Say, with what ardent love 
The ſhining hoſts above 

Tun'd all their golden harps to nobleſt praiſe z 
When ev'ry ſounding lyre 
Through the celeſtial choir, 

Delighted, ſtrove the higheſt notes to raiſe, 


4 And ſhall not mortals join 
This melody divine, U 

And take their God and Saviour on their tongues, 
His glories to diſplay, 
And hail his natal day, 

In ſweeteſt harmony of joyful ſongs ? 


5 Yes, let our ſhouts ariſe, 
And reach the lofty ſkies, 
And all the race of Adam here below 
Dwell on the joyful theme; 
A God, born to redeem 
Unnumber'd millions from eternal woe 


6 To him, who from above 
In unexampled love 
Thus ſtoop'd, and join'd our nature to his own, 
Eternal thanks be paid, 
| And praiſes crown his head, 
Who lives and fills his high celeſtial throne. 


7 Exalted 


5 


7 Exalted there he reigns, 
And o'er the heav'nly plains 

- Sheds, in ſweet beams, immortal glories round; 
With him may we appear, 
And join the triumph there, 

Where ceaſeleſs ſongs of wy mag abound |! 


HYMN XLVI. 
The Nativity of Chriſt, 


1 Lzr ſongs of holy joy proclaim 
I' incarnate Saviour's wond'rous name; 
Wake earth, and all the choirs above, 
Sing the vaſt wonders of his love ! 


2 Long before time its round began, 
Or duſt was faſhion'd into man ; 


Jesus the God in council ftood, 
Engag'd to take her fleſh and blood, 


3 His name and perſon, both of old, 
Were by prophetic pens foretold : 
They ſaw and ſang the joyful morn, 
When the Redeemer {hould be born, 


4 The faithful, the revolving ſpheres 
Roll on, and number all the years, 
Till the appointed time takes place, 
And earth beholds the Saviour's face, 


5 Aſtoniſh'd angels bow'd to view 
Scenes ſo myſterious, and ſo new z 


D 4 | While 
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While from their lofty bright abode, 
They hail'd and ſung th' incarnate God. 


6 Shepherds, thoſe pious humble ſwains, 
Fled from their flocks, and left the plains ; 
To Bethlehem's ſtable they repair 
To fee, adore, and worſhip there, 


7 Thither the eaſtern Sages came, 


Warn'd by the Saviour's regal fame; 
To him their richeſt treaſure bring, 
And worſhip Zion's God and King. 


8 Tokens amazing and divine, 
Of deity around him ſhine : 
Ye ſaints adore, and praiſe him too, 
Jzesus the God was born for you. 


9 Thenlet the nobleſt, ſweeteſt ſongs 


Flow from each heart, and all our tongues 3 


Our only theme to ſov'reign grace, 


And loud Hoſannahs fill the place, 


HYMN XLVII. 
The Nativity of Chriſt. 


I WAE E ev'ry chearful power, to ſing, 


With extaſy and love, 
Twings which heav'nly heralds bring 
From the bright world above. 


2 Hark, bark! our ſouls attend the voice, 


With wonder, love, and joy 3 
Well may our hearts in God rejoice, 
And praile our tongues employ. 


3 The 
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3 The glorious long- expected day 
Of our Redeemer's birth 
Shines on the world with gladſome ray, 
And Heaven comes down to earth. 


4 Clad in ſuch feeble fleſh as ours 
Th' incarnate God appears; 
He whom the heavenly hoſt adores 
Becomes a man of tears. 


5 Diſpatch'd from Heav'n's eternal throne 
The angelic legions ſhine, 

To make the great tranſaction known, 
And prove the work divine, 


6 All hail ! incarnate God, all hail! 
Thrice welcome here below, 
In praiſing thee our anthems fail, 
Nor half thy love can ſhow. 


7 Come, deareſt Lord, our ſouls poſſeſs, 


Erect thy throne within, 
Save us by ſovereign mighty grace, 
From earth, from ſelf, and ſin. 


8 Then ſhall our hearts enraptur'd ſing 
Glory to God on high ! 
Good will and peace did Jeſus bring, 
When he came down to die, 
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Nativity. 
1 Acarn, great God, we humbly raiſe | 
To thee our cheerful], grateful Praiſe, ; 
And ſing eternal love; p 
We ſing the glories all divine, | 
Glories which bright in Jesvs ſhine, [ 
Deſcending from above. 


2 Let ſacred harmony awake, 
And aid our fouls and ſongs, to take 
With joy the ſolemn lay; 
While all our tuneful powers unite, 
Io hail with pleaſure and delight 
The Saviour's natal day. 


3 Let the bright Seraphs round his throne 
Join us, to make his glories known 3 
And may the Spirit's fire 
Now raiſe the ſong, and warm the heart, 
And teach us with celeſtial art, 
To tune, and ftrike the lyre ! 


4 Twas Deity, which down to earth 
Deſcended in an infant's birth ; 
All hail, incarnate God! 
Let Heav'n with holy joy reſound, 
And all creation's ample round, 
Proclaim thy praiſe abroad! 


$ Mortals! - 
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5 Mortals! fing loud the wond*rous love, 
Which brought Jehovah from above, 
To clothe himſelf in clay. 

Sing Him the Saviour kind and true, 
Who liv'd, and dy'd, and roſe for you 

To everlaſting day. | 


6 Sing him reſplendent on his throne, 
In love and glories all his own ; 
There he for ever reigns ; 
While ſaints and angels join, to raiſe 
Loud anthems of immortal praiſe 
Thro' all the heavenly plains. 


7 Glory to God the Father ſing, 
To God the Son our heavenly King, 
And God the Spirit too: | 
To the great One, the glorious Three, 
All bleſſing, praiſe and honour be; 
And ſongs for ever new. 


HYMN XLIX. 
Nativity. 


1 Say, O my Soul! what wond'rous light 


Was that, which through the gloom of night 
Burſt forth on Bethlehem's honor'd plains, 
And fill'd with fear the aſtoniſh'd ſwains ? 


2 What angel that, which from on high 
With dazzling glories fill'd the ſky ? 
What the bright hoſt, who with him there 


5 In vaſt, in ſhining crowds appear ? 


De 3 Hark! 
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3 Hark! what 's that muſic, what the ſong, 
Begun by this celeſtial throng ? 
Sweet ſong ! whoſe melting ſounds impart 
Joy to my raptur'd liſt'ning heart. 

4 Glory on high ! they ſing to God, 
And Peace on earth ! they ſound abroad ; 
Good-will to men ! they loud proclaim, 
Thro' an incarnate Saviour's name, 


5 -Bleſs'd light! Bleſs'd angel ! Bleſſed hoſt 1 
Bleſs'd ſong ! Bleſs'd tidings to the Loſt ! 
Well might the heavens ſuch ſcenes e 
*T was God the Saviour's natal day. 


6 Then, O my foul, and all around, 
Join, and theſe ſongs to heaven reſound, 
Hail the bleſs'd day when CHr1sT came down, 
To make his love to mortals known. 


7 Sing his dear Name in ſweeteſt ſtrains, 
Tell the whole world our IEs us reigns; 
Glory, and peace, and good- will, ſing, 

To Him our Saviour, God, and King 


HYMN L. 
Nativity. 


x PREA RR! the nobleſt ſongs prepare, 
Let Hoſannahs fill the air, 
Sing the Saviour's glories o'er, 
JzssUs, whom the heavens adore 
Loud let our tuneful powers his glorious Name 
In fongs of joy and melody proclaim. 
2 He: 
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2 He comes! The God incarnate comes! 
See ! our nature he aſſumes ; 
See him born with power to bleſs 
Sinful men with ſaving grace. 
Ye heavenly hoſts | again proclaim his birth; 
Mortals | adore the Deity on earth. 


3 Behold ! Behold the Saviour here, 
See the promis'd Star appear ; 
Light of men, and Lord of all, 
Born to ſave from fin and thrall, 
His glories publiſh, and his name adore, 
Whoſe light and truth ſhall ſhine for evermore. 
4 The Lord of Lords, and King of Kings, 
He whom Gabriel ſweetly ſings, 
Veil'd in fleſh his bright array, 
Saving glories to diſplay : 
O ſing his great, his unexampled. love, 
Ye ſaints on earth! ye ſhining powers above P 


5 Sing what ſweet graces in Him ſhine, 
Love and meekneſs all divine; 
All his words and all his way: 
Spotleſs holineſs diſplay : 
To the remoteſt worlds our ſongs ſhall tel 
Th' immortal glories of Emanuel. 
6 The dying man, the living God, 
Ranſom'd ſinners by his blood, 
Cruſh'd and flew their mighty foes, 
Then triumphant He aroſe. 
Hail! glorious Victor! thee our. ſouls adore, - 
Worthy art thou of praife for evermore.. | 
8 7 Behold 
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7 Behold the conqueror aſcend, 
Mark what glories Him attend, 


Angels line the heavenly way, 
Join the triumph ! hail the day ! 


Sin, death, and hell his dreadful vengeance feel, 


Dragg'd captives at his aweful chariot's wheel. 


8 All hail bleſs'd Jesus! here we raiſe 
Songs to thee of joy and praiſe ; 
Till thy ſecond- coming day 
Full ſalvation ſhall diſplay, 
Till we ſhall meet Thee in our heavenly home, 
We ll ſing and pray, Come! dear Lord Jzsvs, 


come! 


HYMN LI. 
The Nativity. 


1 S1NNERS! behold, behold the Lamb, 
Th' incarnate God, the great I Am: 
Shout the Redeemer's wond'rous name, 


Publiſh his glory, ſing, his fame. 


2 Sing in the ſweeteſt loftieſt ſtrains 
The characters which he ſuſtains ; 
And loudly ſound it all abroad, 
He is Jehovah, Lord and God. 


3 His names of love we bleſs him for, 
The Wonderful, the Counſellor; 
The Mighty God, the Prince of Peace, 


Great! in ſalvation, rich in grace! 


4 Tell 


(_ 03. ) 


4 Tell to the earth's remoteſt bound 
The glorious way, which heaven has found, 
To make ſalvation, mercy, known, 
Richly and freely through the Son, 


5 Joyful with heart and voice we ſing, 
Jeſus our prophet, prieſt, and king : 
Our. great Redeemer, and our Lord, 
Muſt be exalted and adored. 


6 Swift, on the wings of heavenly love, 
He left the ſhining worlds above; 

His Godhead wrapt in feeble clay, 
And wondering angels hail the day. 

7 And ſhall not mortals join the ſong, 
And echo to the heavenly throng ? 
Yes—with the nubleſt powers we have, 
We will proclaim him born to ſave. 


8 Fail great Redeemer, mighty Lord! 
The ſinner's friend, the incarnate word 
Let every heart thy praiſe confeſs, 
Triumphant in thy glorious race. 


9 To heaven our joyful ſongs we raiſe, 
Father, accept our humble praiſe ; 
While we in one united voice, 

Hail the Redeemer and rejoice, 


HYMN LII. 
The Nativity of Chriſt, 


1 Mor TALs awake, with angels j joins 


And chaunt the ſolemn lay; 
Joy, love, and gratitude combine, 


To hail the auſpicious day, 
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2 In heaven the rapt'rous ſong began, 
And ſweet ſeraphic fire 


Through all the ſhining regions ran, 
And ſtrung and tun'd the lyre, 


3 Swift through. the vaſt expanſe it flew, 

And loud the echo roll'd, 
The theme, the ſong, the joy was new, 
*T was more than heaven could hold: 


4 Down to the portals of the ſky 
Tix impetuous torrent ran; 
And angels ruſh'd with eager joy 
To bear the news to man. 


5 Wrapt in the ſilence of the night, 
'The world in darkneſs lay, 
When ſudden, glorious, heavenly light 
Burſt in a flood of day. 


© Hark, the cherubic armies ſhout, 
And glory leads the fong ; 
Good will and peace are heard throughout 
The harmoiious heavenly throng. 


7 O for a glance of heavenly love, 
Our hearts and ſongs to raiſe ! 
Sweetly to bear our ſouls above, 
And mingle with their hays. 
$ With joy the chorus we. repeat, 
Glory to God on high ! 


Good-will and peace are now complete, 
Jeſus was born to die. 


6 Han 


k 
1%. 
6 Hail, Prince of life, for ever hall! 
Redeemer, brother, friend ! 


Though earth, and time, and life ſhall fait, 
Thy praiſe ſhall never end. 


HYMN IIII. 
Bleſſed are the poor in ſpirit, Matt. v. 3. 


1 How bleſs'd are they, who truly ſee 
Their emptineſs and poverty, 
Whoſe ſouls are humbled in the duſt, 
And who in Jeſus only truſt ! 


2 Glad they renounce their former pride, 
And wholly on his name confide, — 
Only in him they make their boaſt, 
Who came to ſeek and fave the loft. 


3 They're vile and poor in their own eyes, 
But Jeſus' love they highly prize; 
They never think they're laid too low, 
If Jeſus on them pity (how. | 


4 To be the meaneſt they 're content, 

So Jeſus but their ſouls preſent 

With pard'ning grace and heavenly love, 
To fit them for the joys above. 


5 Theſe are the ſouls whom Chri!? will bleſs. 
With all the riches of his grace ; 

And theſe are they who ſoon ſhall riſe 
To a bright kingdom in the ſkies, 


6 Among 


6 Among them, Lord, may I be found, 
And with thy humble poor be crown'd 
With grace below, and when I die, 
Joyful to thy dear boſom fly. 


"of 7 /' - Bleſſed are they that mourn, SIe | 


1 Jrsus, the glorious head of grace, 
Knows every faint's peculiar caſe ; 
What forrews by their fouls are borne, 
And how for ſin they daily mourn. 


2 He knows how deep their groanings are, 


And what their ſecret ſighs declare ; 
And, for their comfort, has expreſs'd 
That all ſuch mourning ſouls are bleſs'd. 


3 They 're bleſs'd on earth; for 'tis by grace 
a. They ſee and know their mournful caſe ; 

Bleſs'd monrness ! they ſhall ſhortly riſe 
To endleſs comfort in the ſkies. 


— 


4 There all their mourning days fhall ceaſe, 
j „ And they be fill'd with joy and peace 
1 Comforts eternal they ſhall prove, 
And dwell for ever in his love, 


5 Dear Lord, may I a mourner be, 
Over my fins, and after thee; 
And when my mourning days are o'er 


Enjoy thy comforts evermore. 
N 
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HYMN LV. 
Bleſſed are the meek, &c. Matt. v. 5. 


1 Jrsus, the holy Lamb of God, 
Who all the paths of mertneſs trod, 
How kindly did the Saviour ſpeak, 
When in his word he bed the meek ! 


2 Through all his holy life and mien, 
Nothing but meekne/s could be ſeen 

To copy him, O may we ſeek, 
Who in his word has %% d the meek. 


3 Meeknefs, that bright celeſtial grace, 
Shone in the Saviour's lovely face; 
Meekneſs thro? all his conduct ran, 
The glorious God ! the wond'rous man! 


4 O that our ſouls, like him, may be 
From pride and wrathful paſſion free, 
And every word and action ſpeak, 
That we, like bim, are truly meek, 


5 Meek ſouls are of a heavenly birth, 

And ſuch are truly bleſs'd on earth; 
In Chriſt alone they comfort ſeek, 
Who bleſſes and who loves the meek. 


6 Jeſus, to my poor ſinful heart I f 
This grace of meekneſs O impart ! | Wo 
Fain would I, Lord, tho' poor and weak, 

Be holy, end mild and meek. 
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HYMN LI. 


Pg Bleſſed are they which do kunger and thirſt, &&. 


Matt. v. 5. 
x Jesvs thoſe happy ſouls does bleſs, 


Who Hunger for his righteouineſs; 
Who ſeek the ſmilings of his ſace, 
And thir/t for freſh ſupplies of grace. 


2 They cannot here contented live 
On all the dainties earth can give; 


Their fouls can feaſt on nothing leſs 
Than Chriſt's cternal righteouſneſs, 


3 For this they hunger, this they thir/t, 

Of all their food the beſt and firſt ; 

And while on this they daily feed, 
They 're bleſs'd, and richly bleſs'd indeed. 


4 Some ſweet foretaſtes they have below ; 
But the bright world, to which they go, 
Will ſuch a glorious banquet yield, 

There ſhall their ſouls be ever fill'd. 


5 May this my bleſs'd experience be; 
To hunger, Lord, and thirft for thee, 
And on thy righteouſneſs to live, 
Which can both food and comfort give! 


6 Then when at death my ſoul ſhall riſe 
To the bleſs'd banquet in the ſkies, 
I ſhall partake the heavenly ſtore, 
And feaſt and ſing for evermore. 


( 6g ) 
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HYMN LVII. 
Bleſſed are the merciful, &c. Matt. v. 7, 


1 Jesvs, to thee our praiſe we bring, 
Thy mercy, all divine, we ſing ; 
| Thou ever merciful and kind, 

In thee poor ſinners mercy find. 


_ 2 When they on thy dear name believe, 
What wond'rous mercy they receive | 
This makes them merciful and kind, 
Becauſe in thee they mercy find. 


3 Then mercy they delight to ſhow 
To every creature here below: 
Thus by their practice they atteſt, 
That he the merciful has bleſs'd, 


O to us all, dear Lord, impart 

A merciſul and tender heart; | 
Then ſhall we hope, and not in vain, 
Eternal mercy to obtain, 


Thus ſhall we beſt declare abroad, 
That we believe, and act like God; 
And prove the goſ all divine, 
When we in work? of mercy ſhine, 


HYMN LVIII. 
Bleſſed are the pure in heart, &c. Matt. v. 8. 


Insus, before thee I appear; 
My earneſt ſupplication hear; 
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Fountain of every grace thou art, 
O give me purity of heart. 


2 The pure in heart thy lips have bleſs'd ; 
They ſhall ſee God, and in him reſt: 
This bleſſing, Lord, to me impart, 

A real purity of heart, 


3 I hate; dear Lord, my inbred fin ; 
It dwells, and oh, it works within ; 
I feel its deep envenom'd dart, 
Yet long for purity of heart. 


4 Let all my conduct be ſincere; 
Thy grace in heart and life appear; 
Then heart and life ſhall ever be 
An uniſon of praife to thee. 


5 Bring me, at laſt, by ſovereign love, 
Safe to the bleſſed world above, 
There to poſſeſs the glorious part, 

A perfect purity of heart. 


HYMN LIX. 


Bleſſed are the Peace-makers, &c. 


1 Int fouls who love and long for peace, 


Who ſtrive to make contention ceaſe, 
Who flee wild paſſion's wrathful rod, 
Are bleſs'd, for they 're the ſons of God. 


Peace, and the pardon of their guilt; 


Peace, which this world, do what it may, 


Can neither give, nor take away. 
1 


Matt. v. g. 


2 Peace from the Lord their ſouls have felt 


3A 
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3 A peace, that's haly, pure, and good; 
A peace, procur'd by JE8us” blood; 
A peace, which only he can give; 

A peace, which ſhall for ever live. 


4 This makes them dread the jars and ſtrife 
Of angry and contentious life ; 
Sweet peace they labour to reſtore, 
And grieve that they ſucceed no more. 


5 The church, the world, their houſes too, 
Bear witneſs, that they peace purſue ; 
*Tis an employ they can't forſake, 

For peace on earth they love to make. 


6-Then, Lord, to prove my heavenly birth, 
May I ſeek peace and truth, on earth; 
And when upon a dying bed, 
In peace with thee lay down my head. 


7 Then ſhall I flee from every foe, 
From wrath, and {trife, and fin below ; 
And maugre all the rage of hell, 

With thee in peace for ever dwell, 


HYMN LX. 
Things that accompany Salyation. Heb. vi. 9. 1 
1 BeLievers riſe, and ſtretch your wings 
To thoſe immortal glorious things, 
Which JEsus in his word reveals, 
Which every real Chriſtian feels. 


- 


2 Sing 


„ 
2 Sing of the things which Chriſt has done, 
Sing of the glories he has won, 


Sing of his vaſt eternal love, 
Sing how he reigns and ſhines above, 


3 Sing of the things your ſouls have felt, 
Sing how he pardon'd all your guilt, 
Sing of his ſpirit's work and power, 
Sing of his mercies to this hour, 


4 Sing of the change his love has wrought, 
Sing of the truths his word has taught, 
Sing of the power he has diſplay'd, 
Sing of the conqueſt he has made, 


5 Sing of the ſweetneſs of his word, 
Sing of the goodneſs of the Lord, 
Sing while he gives you life and breath, 
Sing till your voice is loſt in death, 

6 Sing of his glories in the ſkies, 

Sing til! you to that glory riſe ; 

There ſhall you ſing, and there adore - 
Chriſt and ſalvation evermore. 


HYMN LXI. 5 
Seek ye the Lord while he may be found. Iſa. 45. 6. 
1 Po o ſinners, here lift up your voice, 
Loud in the Saviour's name rejoice; 


Bleſs him for Mercy's joyful ſound, 
And ſeek him while he may be found, 
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2 In his great patience, love, and power, 
He ſpares you to the preſent hour; 
Still you're alive on mercy's ground, 
O ſeek him, while he may be found, 


3 His Goſpel ſtill invites the poor, 
To aſk for mercy at his door : 
Mercy and love in him abound, 

O ſeek him, while he may be found. 


4 Come with your guilty burdens all, 
Lo at his footſtool humbly fall; 
Though foes and fears your hearts ſurround, 
Vet ſeek him, for he will be found. 


5 Tho! you the chief of ſinners are, 
He l not deſpiſe your humble prayer; 
Your hopes, your wiſhes ſhall be crown'd; 
O ſeek him, while he may be found, 


6 And when you taſte his pard'ning love, 
And all his tender mercies prove, 
Intreat the ſinners all around, 

| To ſeek him, while he may be found. 


7 O that we all may meet above, 
In that bleſs'd world of joy and love! 
And ſing, till all the heavens reſound, 
Je$vs was ſought, and by us found, 


| HY M N LXII. | 

For the Son of Man, &c. Luke, xix. 10. 
x Now to the Lord we'll humbly raiſe 
Our joyful voices in his praiſe ; 


E | Nothing 


En) 
Nothing have we whereof to boaſt, 
But IEsus ſeeks and faves the loſt. 


2 Let his dear name for ever be 
Our daily, humble, earneſt plea, 
While in him we for ever truſt, 
Wha came to ſeek and fave the loſt. 


3 How does his love all praiſe excel ! 
What riches in the Saviour dwell ! 
His fullneſs we can ne'er exhauſt, 
Who came to ſeek and fave the loft. 


4 Come, ye poor ſouls, who long have been 

The flaves of Satan and of fin, 5 
Throw down his arms, defert his hoſt, 
For JEsos ſeeks and faves the loſt, 


5 His blood will cleanſe you, and his love 
Bring you to thoſe bright realms above: 
Juft is the work, and dear the coſt, 

Yet JEsvus ſeeks and faves the loſt. 


6 Ye humbling, weak, and tempted faints, 
He knows your fears, your ſad complaints; 
Though you by furious ſtorms are toſs'd, 
Vet Jesus ſeeks aud faves the loſt, 


7 Soon ſhall the ſtorme be all blown cer, 
And you,ſhall reach the heavenly ſhore, 
And ſing, with all the ranſom'd paſt, 
That Jesus ſeeks and ſaves the loſt. 
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HY MN' LXIII. 
Thaw, art in the Gall of Bitterneſs. Acts, iv. 28. 


rt AIMICHTY Lord! vouchſafe to bleſs 
Thy preached Goſpel with ſueceſs; 
In ſome dear ſouls thy work begin, 
To ſave from bitter bonds of ſin. 


2 Chain'd and defil'd in ſin they lay, 
To every luſt an eaſy prey; 
By nature nothing dwells within, 
But bitterneſs and bonds of ſin. 


3 Thou knoy'ſt their wretched, helpleſs ſtate, 
But O thy power and love are great, 
Able to ſave, and ſweet to win 
From bitterneſs and bonds of ſin! 


4 JEsvs, let ſome poor ſinner prove 
One look of this eternal love ; 

Shew him the danger he is in, 

The gall and bitterneſs of ſin, 


5 Help him at once to thee to fly; 
O hear his penitential cry ! 
Open thine arms, receive him in, 
And break the bitter bonds of fin. 


6 Then to thy name he'll gladly raiſe 
Songs of triumphant grateful praiſe : 
For IEsus has his Saviour been 
From bitterneſs and bonds of ſin. 


E 2 
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HYMN LXIV. 
Rejoicing i in CursT Jesvs. Phill. is. 8 


Ly Dzan Lord! ] before thy awful throes 
We humbly raiſe our voice ; 
O make thy love and mercy known, 
While in thee we rejoice, 


2 All praiſe to thy adored name 
With joyful hearts we ſing ; 
With angels join, and loud 0 
Glory to Chriſt our King. 
3 His grace, his mercy, and his power 
We daily live to prove ; 
Gladly we ſpend this ſolemn hour 
Rejoicing in his love. 
4 He reigns all glorious en his throne, 
Our JEesvs {till the ſame; 
Here will we make his glories known, 
Rejoicing in his name. 2 
5 Firm as his throne his promiſe ſtands, 
And he is ſtill the Lord; 
To him we 'll lift our hearts and hands 
RNejoicing in his word. 
6 Upheld and guarded by his hand, 
We live to ſee this hour; 
| Before him here we thankful ſtand 
Meg joicing in his power. 


7 Rich, 


(7) 


7 Rich, great, and good the bleſſings are, 
Which he ſo freely gives, 
We ll own his love, and thank his care, 
Rejoicing all our lives, 


$ He hears our weakeſt, feebleſt ce 


When unto him we 553 
In him we 'll truſt, in him alone 


Rejoicing when we die. 
9 But O what joys will heaven afford, 
When we with him appear! 


We ſhall in glory, with our Lord, 
Rejoice for ever there. 


HYMN LXV. 
The leadings of God. Deut. Wii. 2. 


x My God, accept my grateful ſongs, 
To thee my higheſt praiſe belongs ; 
My tribute here to thee I'Il bring, 
And joyful all thy mercies ling. 


2 My life has ever been thy care, 
Tay ſovereign goodneſs till I ſhare; : 
In praiſes I'll exert my ſkill, 

Mindful of all thy leadings {til}, 


3 Through all life's dark and rugged way, 


What ſcenes of love does God diſplay | 
How wiſe, how kind his holy will! 
Remember how he leads thee ſtill, 


4 Through ſtorms and tempeſts, ſnares, and death 
| He gpards thy ſou), he keeps thy breath; 
| 3 _ His 


| 
1 , 
| 

| | 

| 


6 Through all thy duties, cares, and fears, 


7 Through paths of deep and fore diftreſs, 


9 Bleſs him, my foul, for all that's paſt, 


1G EAT God! thy glory and thy love 


( 78.) 
His faithful promiſe to fulfil ; 
Remember how he leads thee ſtill. 


5 Through many awful ſcenes within, 
Rais'd by the tempter's guilt and fin; 
When Satan ſtrives thy ſoul to kill, 
Remember how he Tkads thee till. 


Through all thy conflicts, groans, and tears, 
Through hoſts, who fain thy blood would ſpill ; 
Remember how he leads thee ſtill. 


While trav*lling in the wilderneſs; 
Both down the vale and up tbe hill, 
Remember how he leads thee ſtill, 


8 ”Tis all to humble thee, and prove 
His wiſdom, goodneſs, power, and love; 
To try thy heart, and bow thy will, 
Remember how he leads thee ſtill. 


'Truft him to bring thee home at laſt z 
Where, free'd from fin and every ill, 


1 how'lt praiſe that God, who leads thee ſti!], 


HYMN LXVI. 
On opening a new Place of Worſhip, 


Our humble ſongs employ; 
Propitious from thy throne above 
Look down, and aid our joy. 


| 


0. 


2 *Tis not in houſes made with hands, 


Nor temples bright with gold, 
The great Jehovah's glory ſtands, 
By mortals to be told, 


3 Thy preſence and thy glories, Lord, 
Fill all the realms of ſpace ! 
O let thy preſence, by thy word, 
Divinely fill this place, 


4 Sacred to thy Eternal Name, 


Behold theſe walls we raiſe ; 
Long may they ſtand, to ſhew thy ame, 
And echo to thy praiſe, 


5 This day begins the ſolemn ſound 
Of ſacred worſhip here; 
May every heart with joy abound, 
And reverential fear, 


6 O deign to ſmile in love divine 
On thy aſſembled ſaints ! 
Let fovercign mercy ſweetly ſhine, 
And cheer the heart that faints. 


7 Dear Jeſus! Zion's holy King! 
nter with all thy train, 
And here thy choiceſt bleflings bring, 
And long may they remain. 


8 Eternal Spirit! heavenly Dove! 
Enter and fill this place; 
That here thy waiting ſaints may prove 
The ſmiles and ſeals of grace, 


4 9 Thus 


1 


9 Thus bleſs thy houſe of worſhip Lord, 
With favours all divine; | 
And we will found on every chord, 
« Be all the glory — 


HYMN LXVII. 
The ſame. 1 Kings, viii. 29. 


x O THov |! before whoſe piercing eye 
Naked and open all things lie, 
Now may our hearts thy praiſe confeſs, 
Humbly rejoicing in thy grace. 

2 For ever let thine eye of love, 
Upon this houſe look from above; 
And of thy watchful gracious care 
O that it may indulgent ſhare ! 


3 The miniſters and doctrines view, 
The diſcipline and worſhip too; 
And may thy ſaints, who here may Jen | 
In faith and holineſs excel, e 


4 Under thine eye long may it and 
A facred bleſſing to the 1 
That children's children her may {ing 
« Glory to Jeſus! Zion's King! in 


5 In all the changes here below, 
By night or day i it e 'er may know, 
Still let thine eye upon it reſt, | 
Of all its joys the firſt and beſt. Abe 
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6 To liſt'ning ſinners here around 
Long may the Goſpel trumpet ſound, 
In ſtrongeſt, ſweeteſt, cleareſt ſtrains, 
&« Jeſus the Lord for ever reigns !” 


7 And when that folemn day ſhall come, 
That ſhall bring all thy choſen home, 


May crowds, who here to God were born, 
Join in the triumphs of that morn, 


8 Then to the realms of heavenly light, 
With Jeſus take their heavenly flight; 
And there, in ſtrains before unknown, 
Hail the Redeemer on his throne, 


9 There in the brighter houſe above, 
Where all is holy joy and love, 


They 'll meet thine eyes, and ſigh no monks, 
But ſing thy glories and adore... 


HYMN LXVII. 
Chriſt all in all. Col. iii. 2 


181 NNERS who have believ'd thro' grace, 


Altho' the vileſt of the race, 


In this agree, both. great and ſmall, 
That Jeſus Chriſt is all in all. 


2 The Greek, and Jew, and ſuch as we, 
Barbarian, Scythian, bond, or free, 
Here find no ſeparating wall ; 


For Jeſus Chriſt is all in all. 


3 Gladly they ſing his worthy name, 
And all his wond'rous love ee 
ES And 
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And own, when they before him fall, 
That he to them is all in all. 


4 He is their life from day to day, 
He is their. ſtrength thro? all the way, 
He faves from bondage, fin, and thrall, 
And is to them their all in all. 


5 He is the Lord their righteouſneſs, 
He is their refuge in diſtreſs, 
He hears when they upon him call, 
And thus appears their all in all, 


6 In all the ſullneſs of his love, 
He intercedes for them above; 
The curſe is here, he drank the gal}, 
And lives and reigns their all-in all. 


7 He guards their ſoul, he keeps their breath, 
He faves them in the hour of death; 

Out of his arms they cannot fall, 
Becauſe he is their all in all. 


8 Who can his utmoſt glory tell ? 
He ſaves from ſin, from wrath, from hell.. 
Well may we ſay, with holy Paul, 
That Jefus Chriſt is all in all. 
9 In heaven this truth will beſt be known, 
When we ſurround his glorious throne, 
And, with th' adoring armies, fall, 
And Jeſus fing, our all in all. 
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HYMN LXIX: 
That worthy Name. James ii. 7. 


p BLEss'D Spirit! in our ſouls excite 
A holy, humble flame; 
While we in Jesvs! praiſe unite, 
And ſing his worthy name. 


2 Earth, ſeas, and air, and heaven above, 
| His glories loud proclaim ; > 
But finners taſte his ſaving love, 

And ſing his worthy name. 


3 He, to redeem their ſouls from death, 
In heavenly pity came z 
They in his praiſe employ their breath, 
And ſing his worthy name, 
4 In heaven, his love for evermore 
Sounds in immortal fame; 
There all the ſhining hoſts adore 
And ſing his worthy name, 


5 Bright angels, aid our ſacred joy,. 
While we his praiſe proclaim ; 
Come join us in this bleſs'd employ,. 
To ling his worthy name. 
6 To all the bleſſings of his love 
We lay a humble claim; 


And while below, and when above, 
We'll ſing his worthy name. 


E 6 
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HYMN LXX. 
Truth, Lord, yet the Dogs, &c. Matt. xv. 27. 


i Bznorp a ſtarving ſinner, Lord! 
Invited by thy gracious word, 
Here humbly waits before thy door, 
Where mercy meets and feeds the poor. 


2 When on my viene(s I reflect, 
I own thou might'ſt my ſuit reject; | 
And frowning, ſay © it is not meet, | | 
That dogs the children's bread ſhould eat.“ 


3 Truth, Lord! I own it, and confeſs 
That of all Adam's fallen race, 
However vile and bale they be, 
There's none more vile, more baſe than me. . 
4 A filthy dog I am by ſin; 
A furious dog, dear Lord, I ve been; 
A greedy dog in evil ways, 
And a dumb dog to all thy praiſe, 
5 Yet, Lord, convinc'd of this my tate, 
To thee I fly, 'tis not too late; 
Tho? children's bread ſcarce me becomes, 
O grant a poor vile dog the crumbs ! 
6 Thy Goſpel is a table, ſpre ad F 
With heavenly food, and living bread ; 4 


Here, Lord, I'll wait, and on thee call, 
O let ſome crumbs of mercy fall | 


7 Shall I deſpair and periſh? No: 
Sure IESsus will a crumb beſtow ; 
3 And 
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And I, tho' worthleſs, then will raiſe 
My voice in humble thankful praiſe, 


8 Thus let me, Lord, while here I ſtay, 
With crumbs be fed from day to day; 
And feaſt, when I in heaven appear, 
On children's bread for ever there. 


HYMN LXXI. 
Worthy is the Lamb that was ſlain, Rev. xiii. $, 


1 O ron a bright celeſtial ray, 
Jo bear our thoughts and fouls away 
To glory's boundleſs bliſsful ſcene, 
And ſing the Lamb, that once was ſlain ! 


2 There all the harps and choits above 
Dwell on his vaſt, his wond'rous love 
Divine the notes, and ſweet the ſtrain, 
« Worthy the Lamb, that once was ſlain” 


3 This i is their happy, bleſs'd employ ;z ; 
This their delightful endleſs joy, 
To ſing, and bow, and ſing again, 
« Worth y the Lamb, that once was ſlain !”? 


4 With them we gladly, humbly join 
In works fo pleaſant, fo divine: 
His death is our eternal g gain, 

« Worthy the Lamb, that once was fails?” 


} 


5 w orthy to ſit enthron'd above, 
Worthy of all our praiſe and love, £ 
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Worthy for ever there to reign; 
« Worthy the Lamb, that once was lain !”” 


6 All power, riches, wiſdom too, 
All ſtrength and honour are his due; 
All praiſe and blefling muſt remain 
On the dear Lamb, that once was ſlain ! 


7 Let his dear name fill all our ſongs ; 
Let his ſweet praiſe employ our tongues ; 
O let us ſing, and ling again, 
« Worthy the Lamb, that once was ſlain jy 


8 His glorious, his immortal love 

Shall be our theme, our ſong above, 
No more of fin ſhall we complain, 

But ſing the Lamb, that once was ſlain. 


HYMN LXXII. 
A partaker of the Glory. 1 Peter, v. 1. 


1 Jol x, happy ſouls, who know the Lord, 
Who taſte the comfort. of his word ; 
Joyful let all your powers awake, 25 
And ſing the glory you'll partake. 


2 Though in a world of ſin and woes, 
Surrounded by infernal foes, 
Fight on, for. through them you ſhall break, 
And glory as your crown partake. 


3 Eternal glory, ftrong and bright, 
Pure as the heaven's etherial light, 
Waits your triumphant laſt remove 
To the bleſs'd realms of praiſe and love. . 


4 Tread 5 


En 


4 Tread this vain world beneath your feet, 
And all that fin calls good and great; 
Its flattering ſmiles and baits deſpiſe, 
And ſeek for glory in the ſkies, 


5 If call'd with earthly joys to part, 
Reſign them with a cheerful heart; 
Gladly leave all for. ]esvus* ſake, 
Eternal glory to partake, _ 


6 Your heavenly glory firmly ſtands, 
Secur'd in IESsVUs' faithful handsz. 
Nor death, nor hell ſhall e' er remove 
You from this glory, or his love, 

7 O may I live, and may I die 
With Chriſt and glory. ever nigh ;; 
And when before him I appear, 
Partake of all the glory there. 


HYMN LXXIII. 
UW I know that my Redeemer liveth. Job, xix. 25, 


+ © I know that my Redeemer lives: | 
What comfort this ſweet paſſage gives! 
He lives! He lives } who once was dead; 

se lives, my ever living head! 
2 He lives triumphant from the grave, 
Hie lives eternally to fave, 

7 He lives alt glorious in the ſky, 

He lives exalted there on high. 

3 He lives to bleſs me with his love, 

He lives to plead for me above, 
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He lives my hungry ſoul to feed, 
He lives to help in time of need. | 
1 He lives to grant me rich ſupply, ' 
He lives to guide me with his eye, 
He lives to comfort me when faint, 
He lives to hear my ſoul's complaint. 


BETS 
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5 He lives to cruſh the power of hell, 
He lives that he may in me dwell, 
He lives to heal and make me whole, 
He lives to guard my feeble ſoul. 


6 He lives to filence all my fears, 
He lives to ſtop and wipe my tears, 
He lives to ſooth my pained heart, 

| He lives all bleflings to impart. 

7 He lives my kind, my faithful friend, 
He lives and loves me to the end, 


He lives, and while he lives I'll ſing, 
He lives my Prophet, Prince, and King. 


8 He lives and grants me daily breath, 
He lives and 1 ſhall conquer death, 
He lives my manſion to prepare, 

He lives to bring me ſafely there, 


9 He lives, all glory to his name 
He lives, my _Jesvs, ſtill the ſame : 
O the ſweet joy this ſentence gives, 
« I know that my Redeemer lives ““ 
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f HYMN LXXIV. 


: Faint yet parſuing. Judges, iii. 8. 
4 1 Wue nx Gideon, by divine command, 


Led liracl's ſmall, but choſen band, 
Though they were faint, as well as few, 
Jehovah help'd them to purſue. 


2 Proud Midian fell beneath their ſword, - 
For Iſrael's God had ſpoke the word; 
They found his gracious promiſe true, 
Though faint he help'd them to purſue. 


3 Now this was left upon record, 
For all who truſt and fear the Lord; 
However weak, he'll help chem through, 
And tho” they're faint, they ſhall purſue, | 


4 Then may a ſoul, as weak as I, 
Upon his precious word rely: 
And I ſhall find his promiſe true, 
Though faint he'll help me to purſue, | | 


N 5 Though many ſcenes of deep diſtreſs 
Pve oaſs'd in this dark wilderneſs, 
Yet this I ver have found true, 

Though faiat he help'd me to purſue, 


6 When fin, death; hell, and Satan join, 
To cruſh this feeble foul of mine, 
He for my help appears in view, 
And then, tho' faint, 1 yet purſue. 


7 Often 
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7 Often, dear Lord, my ſoul's fo weak, 


I fearce can cry, or hardly ſpeak ; | 
I feel that I can nothing do; * | 


I'm faint ; Lord, help me to purſue, ; 
8 My heart, thou know'ſt, is oft caſt down, | 
But oh ! upon me do not frown, ; 
Thy love is great, thy word is true, ; 
Therefore, though faint, I'll yet purſue, ; 
9 My ſoul with living manna feed; ; 
Let grace ſupply my every need $ 


J hv favours let me oft review; 4 
then, though faint, I'll yet purſue. 


Ic its ſelp me to go on my way, 
Degend unt on thee day by day; 
Thy glory let me keep in view, | 
And then, though faint, I'll yet purſue. 


HYMN LXXV. 
Chriſt the one Thing needful. Luke, x. 42. 


3 Comes, O my ſoul ! let's ſearch and fee 
What's the moſt needful thing for thee z 
Can earth, or all its painted toys, 

Afford thee true or ſolid joys? » | i 


2 Say, could'ſt thou be completely bl:{s'd, 
Of honours, pleaſure, wealth poſleſ(s'd ? 
Could any creature good below 
Sufficient be? No, JESUS, no. 


3 No, 
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3 No, 'tis engraven on my heart, 
That thou the one thing necdiul art: 
I could from. all things parted be, 
But never, never, Lord, from the. 


4 Needful art thou to make me live, 
Needful art thou all grace to give, 
Needful to guide me leit I itray, 
Needful to help me every day, 


5 Needful to clothe my naked foul, 
Needful to heal and make me whole, 
Needful my feeble ſoul to guard, | 
Needful to be my great reward. 


6 Needful is thy moſt precious blood; 
Needful is thy correcting rod ; 
Necd.ul is thy indulgent care; 
Needful thy all-prevailing prayer 


7 Needful thy preſence, deareſt Lord, 
True peace and comfort to afford; 
Needful thy promiſe, to impart 
Fieſh life and vigour. to my heart. 


8 Necdful ait thou, my ſoul can ſay, 
Thro' all life's dark and thoruy way; 
Nor leſs in death thou'lt needijul be, 
When I yield up my loul to thee, 


9 Needful art thou, to raiſe my duſt 

In ſhining glory with the juſt; 
Needtul, when I in heaven appear, 
To crown and to preſent me there, 


10 Needſul 


1 
10 Needful art thou, my Lord, my love! 


To tune my golden harp above; 
Needful art thou, my God, my King ! 
While to eternity I ſing. 


11 Then ſhall my foul, with joy ſupreme, 
Dwell on the dear, delightful theme, 
(Glory and praiſe be ever his) 

The “one thing needful, Jesus is! 


HYMN , LXXVI, 


O Lord revive thy Work i in the midſt of the Years. 
Hab. iii. 2. 


1 GN AN God! incline thy gracious ear; 
O hear thy people's cry ! 
In mercy for our help appear, 
Nor let our .comforts die. 


2 In this fad, dark, and gloomy day, 

O keep our ſouls alive! 

Our fins forgive, and take away, 
And all thy work revive, | 


3 Regard our penitential tears, 
And let thy churches thrive ; 
And in the midſt of mournful years 
Thy work, O Lord, revive! 


4 Revive our dying graces, Lord! 
Nor let our fouls complain; 
Revive us by thy bleſſed word, 
And make us live again. 


n 
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. 


; ( 93 ) 


5 Revive thy work within us all 
In holy peace and love, 
And let thy ſpirit on us fall | a 
In bleſſings from above. 


6 Then ſhall we flouriſh as the vine, 
Or like the corn revive; | 
And all the glory, Lord, be thine, 

_ Who keeps our fouls alive. 


HYMN LXXVIL 
Confeffion and Hope. 


1 GREAT God! regard my mournful cries, 
To thee I lift my weeping eyes, 5 
And all my ſorrows tell: 
Thou know'ſt what ſtormy billows roll 
Within my dark diſtreſſed ſoul, 
Beſet by ſin and hell. 


2 An evil heart of unbelief, 
Of all my foes the firſt and chief, 
Thy power and love denies: 
Hard as an adamantine ſtone, 
It dares thy ſacred word diſown, 
And from thy mercy flies. 


3 With this I've many foes beſide, 
Dark ignorance, and curfed pride, 
And a rebellious will ; 
And oh, how often will intrude 
My monſtrous black ingratitude, 
My plague and burden ſtill! 
8. | 4 Often 
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4 Often this ſinful world employs 
Its treacherous ſmiles, or trifling toys, 


To lead my heart aſtray; 
And oh ! how, like a filly child, 
My ſoul's deceiv'd, and I'm beguil'd 
And hinder'd in my way ! 
5 Anon, when earth begins to frown, 
How is this ſinful heart caſt down, 
And ſighs and ſhakes with fear ; 
As if my portion and my joy, 
And all my ſweeteſt, beſt employ 
Was no where elſe but here! 


6 O what a horrid filthy den 
Of luſts within me yet remain, 
Too bad, too black to tell ! 
My inmoſt foul theſe luſts pollute, 
 Mix'd of the devil and the brute, 
The counterpart of hell. 


7 To all the reſt I've this to add, 
If not the worſt, 'tis ſure as bad 
As any of the whole: 
Satan, that crafty, cruel foe, 
That ſerpent and that dragon too, 
Deceives and wounds my ſou). 


3 Thus ſore beſet w eth foes and fears, 


And o ten fill'd with ſighs and tears, 
My mournful days I ſpend: 
Pm ready ſometimes, Lord, to ſay, 
« Su-ely thy mercy does delay 
When will my troubles end?“ 
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Vet that bright day will ſurely come, 
When I ſhall reach my heavenly home, 
And weep and ſigh no more; 
My fins and foes thou wilt deftroy, 
And fill my ſoul with heavenly joy, 
To fing for evermore. 


HYMN LXXVII. 


V,, Though I be nothing. 2 Cor. xii. 2. 


1 Jzn o vAH's awful name revere, 
In humble praiſ+, with holy fear; 
In glory thron'd divinely bright, 
All worlds are nothing in his ſight. 


2 Seraphs and angels, bright and pure, 
Can't the full ſight of God endure; 
Who, while they view his beams from far 
Adore, and ſhrink to nothing there. 


3 What then are Adam's fallen race ? 
Nothing but ſhame and ſad diſgrace; 
Nothing but madneſs reigns within, 
Nothing indulg'd awd lov'd, but ſin. 

4 The proudeſt ſinner nothing is, 

The richeſt ſinner nothing has; 
They can do nothing good or great, 
And woiſe than nothing is their ſtate. 

5 The numerous proud, . boſt, 
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Will, or in love, or vengeance, find 
They nothing are but poor and blind. 


6 Nothing is all their fooliſh truſt, 
Nothing is all their empty boaſt; 
Nothing their fancy'd power can do, 
Becauſe they re nothing good or true. 


7 O may my ſoul theſe dangers ſhun, 
Nor ever boaſt what I have done; 
But at thy footſtool humble fall, 
And JEsus make my all in all. 


8 Though of myſelf I nothing am, 

I'm dear to God and to the Lamb 
Though I have nothing, I confeſs, 
All things in Jzsvs I poſſeſs. 


© I can do nothing, Lord, *tis true, 
Yet, in thy ſtrength, can all things do; 
Nothing 1 merit, Lord, I own, 
Yet ſhall poſſeſs a heavenly throne. 


10 Thus ſomething, wthing, may I be; 
Nothing in ſelf, but all in thee; 


And when in glory J appear, 
Be ſomething, and yet nothing there. 


HYMN LXXIX. 
But. Matt. xxi. 28. 
1 But for the Goſpel's joyful ſound, 
Nor hope, nor help had ſinners found ; 


But 


r 
But for the ſovereign grace of God 
Our ſouls had periſh'd by his rod. 


2 But in his Word poor ſinners view 
_ A Saviour faithful, juſt, and true 
And all who know him glad!y own, 
They have no truſt but him alone. 


3 But O let Chriſtleſs ſinners fear 
In wickedneſs to perſevere; 
For if ia lin their lives they ſpend, © * 
Nothing but wrath can be their end. 


4 But hark ! the Scriptures thunder loud 
Againſt the haughty and the proud; 
The proud God never will endure, 

But pride will make their ruin ſure. 


5 But let not hypocrites preſume, | 


But know that dreadful day will come, 


When God no longer will forbear, 
But make their dark deceit appear. 


6 But let the poor awaken'd ſoul 


But look to Chriſt, he'll make him whole 3 1 6 


But never of his ls: deſpair, 


But on him wait, by faith and prayer. 


7 But let believers gladly raiſe 
To Jesus ſongs of grateful praiſe ; 
For, thro” his love, Almight King ! 
They 've "__—_C glorious brts to ting, 
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H Y M N LXXX. * 
Therefore be ye alſo ready, &c. Matt. xxiv. 44, 


= ATTenp, my ſoul, with awful fear 


On the dear Saviour's ſacred word; 
With deep concern and rey'rence hear 
This ſolemn warning of the Lord: 


2 Death, in a thouſand dreadful forms, 
Sweeps down our mortal ſinful race ; 
The grave, corruption, earth, and worms 
Shortly muſt be our dwelling place. 


3 But, O the ſoul that never dies, 


Nor can it to the grave repair, 
But to th' Eternal Bar it flies, 
And hears and knows its ſentence there, 


4 In an unknown and thoughtleſs hour 
Death calls off millions to their fate, 
And, by a dread reſiſtleſs pow'r, 

Fixes their everlaſting ſtate. 


5 And to the earth muſt I return, 
And fall by death's re!enileſs hand! 
Be this, my ſou), thy chief concern, 
That thou may'ſt always ready ſtand. 


6 Then ſhall my life on earth be bleſt, 


And death itſelf be ſafe and ſweet ; 
In Jesvs boſom I ſhall reſt, . 
And my ſalvation be complete. 
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HYMN LXXXI. 
My Times are in thy Hand. Pſalm xxxi. 15. 


1 Now let thy praiſe, my God, my joy! 
My foul and ſweeteſt ſongs employ z 
Taught by thy word, I underſtand 
That all my times are in thy hand. 


2 For this I'll bleſs thee while I ſing, 
And to thy throne new honours bring; 
A monument of grace I ſtand, 

For all my times are in thy hand. 


3 Tis my dear Lord! I'll bleſs thee ſtill, 
My times are order'd by thy will ; 
My life is by thy counſel plann'd, 
And all my times are in thy hand, 


4 My times of nature, times of grace, 
My times of ſorrow, times of peace, 
Are all diſpos'd by thy command, 

Yea, all my times are in thy hand. 
5 My times, while I enjoy my breath, 
My times, when I ſhall bow in death; 
Yes, to my laſt expiring ſand, 
My God ! my times are in thy hand. 


6 My times, when I from death ſhall riſe, 
And mount to meet thee in the ſkies ; 
My times, when I ſhall join the band 

And ſongs above, are in thy hand, 
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7 Then ſhall my times completed be, \ | 
And loſt in bleſfs'd-eternity ; . 
There ſhall I ſee, and there adore | 

My God, when time ſhall be no more. 


HYMN LXXXIL 
My Grace is ſufficient, &c. 2 Cor, xii. 3. 


1 Comes, bow ye ſaints before the Lord, 
And bleſs him for his faithful word; 
With joy approach his ſmi ing face, 

And ſing his all-ſufficient Grace! 


2 What debtors to his grace ye are! 
Witneſs his kind, bis daily care; 
How vaſt and how divinely true 
His ſtrength appears in every view ! 


Tis from his grace your comforts come, 
*Tis by his ſtrength he'll guide you home: 
O who can tell the breadth and length 
Of boundleſs grace, of heavenly ſtrength ! 
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4 His grace ſecures eternal bliſs ; 
His ſtrength, in weakneſs, perfect is: 
Sufficient grace is your ſupply, 
Almighty ſtrength is ever nigh, 
5 Then let the feebleſt ſaint rejoice, 
And in theſe words lift up his voice : 
„Ay grace ſufficient is for thee, 
« Ana "ll thy flrength in weakneſs be.” 


6 Lord, 
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6 Lord, let thy grace, thy ſov'reign love 
Sufficient for me daily prove; 


And O thy perfect ſtrength reveal 
In all the weakneſs that I feel. 


7 Thy grace alone can comfort give, 
Without thy ſtrength I cannot live; 
O let me all its fullneſs prove 
On earth below, in heaven above. 


HYMN LXXXIII. 


y the appearing of our Saviour Jas us Car18T, who hath 
aboliſhed Death, and hath brought Life and Immortality 
to Light by the Goſpel, 2 Tim. i. 10. 


1 Now may we ſing in joyful ſtrains 
That name for ever bleſs d, 
Who lives, and while he lives remains 
Our Saviour Jesvs CHRISTA 


2 To him we raiſe our tuneful breath, 
His glories to diſplay, 
Who only has aboliſhed death, 
And took its ſling away. 
3 Dying, he conquered all our foes, 
Our glorious living head! 
And, when triumphant he aroſe, 
Shew'd death itſelf was dead. 


4 Tis in the Goſpel page we view 
That wondrous, glorious fight ! 

Life and immortal glories too 
Therein are brought to light, 


F 3 4 With 
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5 With theſe eternal truths, dear Lord, 


Our inmoſt ſouls impreſs, 
That we may glory in thy word, 
That ſource of life and grace. 


6 O may we all with heart and voice 
Now ling thy wond'rous love, 
Till we before thee ſhall rejoice, 5 
In ſweeter ſongs above. 


HYMN LXXXIV. 


For the Son of Man is come to ſeek and to ſave thit 
which was loſt. Luke, xix. 10. N 


1 BIEHSSs' p be my Saviour and my Lord, . 
For theſe glad tidings in his word, 
Of grace ſo rich ſo free! 
Leading my ſoul in him to truſt, 
Who came to ſcek and fave the loſt, 
Yes, ſuch a one as me, 


2 Whatever others think or ſay, ; 
This be my theme from day to day, ; 
While here on earth I dwell; y 
My triumph this, yea this my boaſt: q 
« He came to ſeck and fave the loſt,” 4 
From fin, the curſe, and hell. 4 
3 Yes, twas this love and power divine 2 
Firſt ſought and fav'd this ſoul of mine, 5 
And ſeeks and faves me ſtill: ; 

Time is.too ſhort to {peak his praiſe, 4 


Lut to eternity I'll raiſe 
My ſongs, on Zion's hill. 
| 4 Sinners, 


1 
4 Sinners, attend the Saviour's word, 
That joyful ſound, that ſure record, 
O come, and in him truſt: 
So ſhall you know, and prove it true, 


Able is he, and faithful too 
To ſeek and ſave the loſt. 


HYMN LXXXV, 


And what will ye do in the Day of Viſitation, and in 
the Deſolation which ſhall come from far; to whom 
will ye flee for Help, and where will ye have your 
Glory? Iſaiah, x. 3. 


1 SINNERS, attend God's ſolemn word, 
Nor ftill your mad career purſue ; 


When he girds on his dreadful ſword, 
And comes in wrath, what will ye do? 


2 Say, have ye made this world your choice, 
Is this the all you have in view ? 
Hear heaven's expoſtulating voice, 
&« In that dread day what will ye do?“ 


3 Ah, ſee this moſt tremendous day 
Of viſitation haſtes to you! | 
Nor youth nor health can it delay, 
And in it O what will ye do? 

4 Sickneſs and pain, at God's command, 
Yea, death with all its terrors too 
Will ſeize ye, nor can ye withſtand, 
And in that day what will ye do? 


F4 5 He'll 


: 
: 
i 
* #14 
* 
r 
: 
1 
5 
1 
1 
: 
7 
14 
F 
: 
| 
| 
: : 
in 
4 
1 
| 


—— 


- _— 
= — 
= — — ee 


( 104 ) 


5 He'll call you to his judgment ſeat, 
And bring your fins to ſad review; : 
Nor can you from his face retreat, 
And in that day what will ye do ? 


6 And do ye cry“ what muſt we do?” 
Believe on IEsus, aſk his grace 

So ſhall ye *ſcape eternal woe, 
And ſtand with joy before his face. 


HYMN LXXXVI. 


For thou hat been a Strength to the Poor, a Strength to 
the needy in his Diſtreſs, a Refuge from the Storm, a 
Shadow from the Heat. Iſaiah, xxv. 4. 


1 GREAT God! enable us to raiſe 
A ſocial ſong of ſolemn praiſe; 
In thee alone are we ſecure, 


Thou bleſſed © ſtrength of all thy poor!” 


2 Thou art, and we thy kindneſs bleſs, 
« Strength to the needy in diſtreſs;“ 
Tho? earth and hell their ſouls alarm, 
Thou art & a refuge from the ſtorm !“ 


3 What tho? we fiery trials meet, 
Thou art “ a ſhadow from the heat ;” 
Sweet Shade! O may we in it view 
Our ſafety and our comfort too! 


4 However terrible the blaſt, 
Still on thy name our hope we'll caſt; 
Tho! foes and fears upon us fall, 
Strong as the ſtorm againſt the wall. 
5 Come 


\ 
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5 Come ſtorm, or calm, Lord ! grant we may 
Cleave to thee ſtill thro” all the way; 


And truſt thee, from protections paſt, 
To bring us ſafely home at laſt. 


6 Then when we meet before thy throne, ' 
And thou with glory ſhalt us crown, 
There to eternity we'll raiſe 
Loud ſongs of everlaſting praiſe. 


HYMN LXXXVIL 


And he ſpake a Parable unto them to this End, that 
Men ought always to pray, and not to faint. Luke, 
XVviii. 1. 


1 Jesus, my heavenly teacher be | 
And may I ever learn of thee ; 
To me the ſtrength and wiſdom grant 
« Always to pray, and never faint.” 


2 Satan and fin would jointly ſay, 
That I ſhould faint and never pray; 
But under all my ſoul's complaint 
I'd always pray, and never faint. 


3 Whate 'er I meet with here below, 5 
Still to thy throne of grace I'll go, 
Tell thee my caſe, and all my want, 
And always pray, and never faint. 
4 Thus, till J quit this earth's abode, 
Give me acceſs to thee, my God! 
So ſhall I break thro? all reſtraint, 
And always pray, and never faint, 
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HYMN LXXXVIIL 
And thy God, thy Glory. Iſaiah, Ix. 19. 


1 M y foul, attempt in joyful lays 
Thy tribute now to bring; _ 
And, tho” in feeble notes of praiſe, 

Thy God, thy glory ſing ! 


2 How kindly for thee he appears, 
His promiſe to fulfil ; 
Subdues thy foes, prevents thy fears, 
Thy God, thy glory ſtill! 


3 Tis he thine earthly good beſtows, 
And 'tis his hand bereaves ; 
Then welcome comforts, welcome woes, 
Thy God, thy glory lives. 


4 Ere long the ſtorms will all be ſtill, 

And ſilent every fear; | 

And thou ſhalt ſing on Zion's hill 
Thy God, thy glory there. 


HYMN LXXXIX. 


In my Father's Houſe are many Manfions ; if it were 
not ſo 1 would have told you: I go to prepare a Place 
for you: John, xiv. 2. 


I Beyond, beyond the glittring ſtars, 
There, where eternal ages ſhine, 
Jesvs for ev'ry faint prepares 
Manſions of glory, joys divine ! 1 
8 2 Bleſs'd 


'd 
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2 Bleſs'd manſions ! fix'd beyond the bounds 


Of ſin and ſorrow, woe and pain; 
Where peace, and love, and joy reſounds, 
Where Chriſt and ſaints for ever reign ! 


3 Look up, my ſoul, and view him gone, 
For thee thy manſion to prepare ; 
And humbly wait his glad return, 
When thou ſhalt all his glories ſhare. 


4 Truſt in his name, his word believe, 
Glory and triumph in his grace; 
In that bleſs'd world he'll thee receive, 
And there ſhalt thou behold his face. 


5 Let not your hearts be troubled then, 
But on your JEsvs ſtill rely; 
He'll ſurely viſit you again, 
And you ſhall dwell with him on high. 


. HYMN. XC. 
The Lord of Lords, and King of Kings. 1 Tim. vi. 15. 


1 JE sus exalted, glorious Lord! 
For ever be thy name ador'd ; 
Of thee my ſoui with rapture ſings, 
Thou © Lord of Lords, and King of Kings!“ 


2 Low at thy feet arch-angels bow, 
And all the hoſts in glory too 
Sound thy bleſs'd name on lofty ſtrings, 
Thou Lord of Lords, and King of Kings! 


F 6 3 Naked 
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3 Naked and open to thine eye 

All the vaſt worlds of being lie; 

From thee life, light, and glory ſprings, 
Thou Lord of Lords, and King of Kings ! 


4 Then let thy ſaints with joy proclaim 
The endleſs honours of thy name ; 
Thy name immortal pleaſure brings, 
Thou Lord of Lords, and King of Kings ! 


5 Yes, let them all with ardour join 
Thy praiſe to ſing, in notes divine; 
For who like thee does wond'rous things, 
Thou Lord of Lords, and King of Kings ! 


6 In thee their happineſs they view, 
As choſen, call'd, and faithful too; 
To thee their ſouls expand their wings, 
Thou Lord of Lords, and King of Kings ! 


7 With them, in heaven, I hope to join 
In ſongs eternal, joys divine | 
And vie with all the hoſt that ſings 
The Lord of Lords, and King of Kings, 


HYMN XCl. 
Sin the Diſeaſe. Chriſt the Phyſician, Matt. ix. 12, 


1 Or all diſeaſes here below, 
And all that mortals undergo, 


Or from without, or from within, 
There's no diſeaſe ſo bad as fin. 


2 This 


8 
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2 This ſore diſeaſe how vaſt its ſpread [ 
'The heart, the hands, the feet, the head, 
The ſoul, and all its pow'rs have been, 
E'er ſince the fall, difeas'd with ſin. 


3 Of all diſeaſes 'tis the firſt ; 
And 'tis the foreſt and the worſt; 
So ſtrong it is, and ftubborn too, 
Nothing but grace can it ſubdue, 


4 So filthy 'tis, and fo impure, 


No human means can work a cure; 
?Tis ſo deceitful to the ſoul, 
That man by nature thinks he's whole, 


5 This (ad diſeaſe has taken place 


In all the ſons of Adam's race; 
There's no one free, or high, or low, 
The infant, and the aged too, 


6 Look round the whole terreſtrial ball, 
Sin, curſed fin, ſpreads o'er it all; . 
Birds, beaſts, and fiſhes, earth, and ſeas, 
Shew the ſad marks of this diſeaſe, 


7 And now, my ſoul, is this the caſe ? 
Hath this diſeaſe in me a place ? 
And do I feel it as my own? 
And does it make me ſigh and groan ? 


8 What muſt be done? Where ſhall [ fly ? 
I muſt be heal'd, or I muſt die; 
For I no med'cine can procure, 
Which can relieve, or work a cure, 


9 Well. 
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9 Well then; ſince creatures can't, I ſee, 
Nor can I my own healer be; 
Ill to the Word of God repair, 
Who knows but healing may be there? 


10 O let my ſoul with praiſe abound, 
There I've the great Phyſician found; 
There he has wrote, and wrote for me, 
« | am the Lord, that healeth thee,” 


11 Come then, my ſoul, with all thy grief, 
Here thou ſhalt ſurely find relief 
Thy cure both certain is, and free, 
Since 'tis the Lord, that healeth thee. 


12 Take the ſweet med*cine, JIEsu's blood; 
Fear not, 'twill ſurely do thee good; 
will work a cure, and this thou'lt fee, 
For *tis the Lord, that healeth thee. 
13 Tho? ſtill thou haſt thy ſores and pains, 
And much of this diſeaſe remains, 
Apply to him, where'er thou be, 
For 'tis the Lord, that healeth thee. 


14 Thy ſoul's diſeaſe, and all thy care 
Before him lay, by faith and pray'r; 
Never to other healers flee, 

For *tis the Lord, that healeth thee, 

15 Let this Phyſician be thy boaſt, 

He'll perfect all thy cure at laſt ; 

And thou in heaven ſhalt ſing, and ſee 

It was the Lord, that healed thee, 
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HYMN KCl. 


Preaching Peace by JzsUs CnhRIST, he is Lord of all, 
Acts, x. 36. 


1 To Jæsus let us join to raiſe 
Our hearts and voices in his praiſe ; 


Peace to poor ſinners, great or ſmall, 
Is preach'd thro? him, as “ Lord of all.“ 


2 Lord of all glory, he muſt ſhine 
In beams refulgent and divine, 
Lord of all worlds he ever reigns, 
And glory all his ſtate maintains : 


3 Lord of all grace, he will beſtow 
Joy, peace, and comfort here below. 
Lord of all hearts his children prove 

His laws his throne, his ſceptre love, 


3. 
. 
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4 Lord of all enemies is he, 
And force and fraud before him flee. 
Lord of all judgment he'll appear, 
His foes to cruſh, his ſaints to clear. 


5 Lord of all bleſſedne ſs above, 
There may we triumph in his love; 
And, while before his throne we fall, 
For ever hail him “ Lord of all,” 


- Wa HYMN XCIII 


There is a River, the Streams whereof make glad the 
City of God, Plalm Ixvi. 4. 


1 Wu x the dear ſaints of God below 
Travel this vale of fin and woe; 


There 
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There is a river thro” the road 
& Makes glad the city of our God.“ 


2 This river is his heavenly love, 
Proceeding from the throne above; 
And all its ftreams, which here are found, 
With comfort, peace, and joy abound, 


3 Bleis'd river! great its virtues are! 
Pure river, O how ſweet and clear 

Deep river, thro? the deſert way, 
Full river, never to decay! 


4 Ye thirſty, poor, and needy ſouls, 
For you this wond'rous river rolls: 
Tho? fin and forrow make you ſad, 
Yet drink, and let your hearts be glad. 


5 Drink, and for ever bleſs his name, 
From whom theſe ſtreams of mercy came: 
Drink, for the fountain's open till ; 
Drink, for he ſays, * whoever will.” 


6 Thus, Lord, let ſaints and finners prove 
Ihe precious bleſſings of thy love; 

And, when in glory we appear, 

We'll drink, and ever bleſs thee there. 


_HYMN XClV. 


And now behold my Witneſs is in Heaven, and my 


Record 1s on high: Job, xvi. 19. 
1 My foul, ariſe ! ſhake off thy fears, 
And wipe thy ſorrows dry; 
Jesvs in heav'n thy witneſs bears, 
Thy © record is on high,” 


8 * 


2 Above 
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2 Above this world of fins and pains, 
Beyond the glitt'ring ſky, 
My witneſs ſtill in Heav'n remains, 
My record is on high. 


3 Cheerful I'Il bow to all his will, 
And at his footſtool lie; 
My witneſs lives in heav'n, and {till 
My record is on high. 


4 Behold, my ſoul, whate'er betides, 
Thou ſhalt not, canſt not die; 
My witneſs ſtill in heav'n abides, 
My record is on high. 


5 Behold, my cruel potent foes, 
Your malice I defy ; 
My witneſs to the heav'ns aroſe, 
My record is on high. 


6 Behold, my fellow ſaints around, 
And join me in the cry; 
« My witneſs ſtill in Heav'n is found, 
My record is on high.“ 


7 Thus, while I ſing of Chriſt, my Lord, 
And angels harps outvie 
My witneſs lives in heav'n ador'd, 
My record is on high. 
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HYMN XCV. 


To-morrow. Matt. vi. 34. 


i M y foul! how ſolemn is the word, 
Which now accoſts thy ear! - 
May 1 attend it, deareſt Lord, 
With reverential fear, 
2 Before thy throne my ſoul I'll lay, 
My God, my hope, my truſt ! 
O let me live to thee to-day, 
Nor of © to-morrow” boaſt. 


3 Time! O how ſwift its moments flow! 
What millions have I loſt ! 
O may I ſeize the golden naw, 
Nor of to-morrow boaſt. 


4 Before the preſent day is paſt 
My ſoul may meet its doom 
| Now let me for ſalvation haſte, 
T o-morrow ne'er may come. 


5 To-day may I the Saviour know, 
And in his name believe, 
Nor let theſe precious moments go, 
'To-morrow may deceive. 


6 Thy ſparing mercies ſtil] abound, 
And I am out of hell; 
To-day I am on mercy's ground, 
_ To-morrow—who can tell? 


— 


7 Grant, 
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7 Grant, gracious Lord! at laſt I may 
Before thy face appear, 
And ſing an everlaſting day 
There's no to-morrow there. 


HYMN XCVI. 


Yet have I ſet my King upon my Holy Hill of Zien, 


Pſalm 11. 6. 


1 ArrRND my ſoul with holy j Joy 
To what the Lord declares 
And let his praiſe thy powers employ, 
And banith all thy fears: | 


2 JEsus the heavenly King is ſet 
On Zion's holy hill! 
And there, in Jove and glory great, 
_ Hereigns and triumphs ſtill. 


3 There his bright throne exalted ſtands, 
Nor ever can decay; | 


There the right ſceptre in his hands 
He ever lives to way. 


4 Tho' earthly monarchs fail and die, 
And crowns and ſceptres fall, 
Jzsus yet lives, and reigns on high, 
Our God, our King, our all! 


5 No time can ever cloſe his reign, 
Nor death his ſtate deſtroy ; 
He doth, he muſt, he ſhall remain, 
His ſaints eternal joy! 


1 
14 
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HYMN XCVIL 


I am thine, ſave me. Pſalm cxix. q. 


1 Tuo God of David! God of all 
Who in thee truſt, and on thee call, 
Hear this poor prayer of mine, 
While I before thy footſtool lie, 
And while, in David's words, I cry, 
% Save me, for I am thine,” 


2 Bound by ten thouſand ties of love, 
Which ſtill live, thro” grace, to prove 
Is ſovereign and divine; 
Secur'd in Chriſt,. my living head, 
In whoſe dear name I pray and plead, 
“ Saye me, for I am thine,” 


3 Redeem'd by his moſt precidus blood, 
Who for me bore the wrath of God, 
To make ſalvation mine; 

Truſting in his Almighty Name, 
] humbly make my prayer and claim, 
« Save me, for I am thine,” 


4 Renew'd by God the Spirit's power, 
Whoſe love and goodneſs I adore, 
He did my heart incline, 
To ſeck thy face from day to day, 
And thus with thee to plead and pray, 
46 Save me, for I am thine.” 


5 Upheld by everlaſting arms, 
Thro' foes, and fears, and threat'ning ſtorms, 
And 
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And Satan's dark deſign ; 
I live preſerv'd amidſt them all, 
And ſtill am help'd on thee to call, 

| « dave me, for I am thine!” 


6 Thus while a ſojourner below, 
And when from hence I'm call'd to go, 
My ſpirit I'll refign ; 
And joyful, with my lateſt breath 
Pll cry, when in the arms of death, 
« Save me, for I am thine !” 


7 Then, when his bliſsful race I ſee, 
Who liv'd, and dy'd, and roſe for me, 
And in his glory ſhine ; 
There to eternity I'll fing, 
To him, my Saviour, God, and King, 
4 I'm ſav'd, becauſe I'm thine! 


HYMN XCVIII. 
Jam thine, fave me. Pſalm cxix. 94. 
1 Lon p, hear me while I humbly pray, 
= - Nor turn thine ear nor heart away; 
b Upon me let thy mercy ſhine, 
| | And ſave me, Lord, for I am thine. 
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2 Thy love diſplay, thy power reveal, 
And let me now thy preſence feel; 
(Give me a taſte of bliſs divine, 
And fave me, Lord, for 1 am thine. 


3 From ſelf, from Satan, and from fin, 
From foes without, and fears within, 


Tho? 


( 118 ) 


Tho? they againſt me all combine, 
Yet fave me, Lord, for I am thine. 


4 Thus while I live VI! daily pray, 
And when from earth I ſoar away, 
Sweetly theſe words ſhall then be mine: 
« Save me, O Lord, for I am thine !” 


5 And when in glory I appear, 
And ling, with thy redeemed there, 
Crowned with glory I ſhall ſhine, 

And ſing for ever, “ am thine !”” 


And there ſhall be no Night there. Rev. xxii. 5. 


x Now may my ſoul by faith ariſe, 
And ſing that world above the ſkies, 
Where, with my God, I hope to be 
A long, a bleſs'd eternity. 


2 No night or darkneſs dwells therein, 
No pain, affliction, death, or fin; 
Sorrows and ſighs, and gloomy fear 
Are all for ever baniſh'd there. 


3 There briny tears ſha!l low no more; 
There ſoul- felt conflicts all are o'er ; 
There victory and triumph dwell 
O'er fin, and Satan, death, and hell, 


4 There life, and light, and joy divine 
To everlaſting ages ſhine ; 
There viſion and fruition too 
Are ever bright, are ever new! 
5 There 


* 
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5 There the Eternal Father's name, f. F 
There the full glories of the Lamb 5 
Are all diſplay'd divinely bright, 
In beams of everlaſting light! 


6 There the ſav'd ſons of Adam's race 
Admire and ſing the glorious grace, 
Which lov'd, redeem'd, and brought them there, 
Eternal life and light to ſhare, 


7 Lord! may it here be my employ, 
My conſolation, and my joy, 
To wait, and hope, believe, and pray 
For this bleſs'd ſtate of endleſs day. , 


8 Then, when from darkneſs here below, 
Joyful, by death I'm call'd to go, 
J ſhall attain my bliſsful home, 
Where night can never, never come. 


HYMN C. 
The Lord's Prayer. 


1 Ov Father, who in heaven art, 
All hallow'd be thy name, 
Thy kingdom come in ev'cy heart, 
Thy glory to proclaim. 


2 Thy will be done on earth below, 
As *tis in heaven, Lord! 

And grant us grace, that we may know _ 

And practice all thy word. 


s Give 
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3 Give us this day our daily bread, 
Our bodies to ſuſtain, 
From Jesvs let our ſouls be fed, 
As he for us was ſlain. 


4 Our debts and treſpaſſes forgive, 
| ( And blot them from thy ſight) 
As we do athers while we live 
With pleaſure and delight. 


5 Into cemptation lead us not, 
From evil us defend; 
Still for us be deliv'rance wrought," 
And fave us to the end, * 


6 For kingdom, power, and glory too, 
OP For ever Lord, are thine, 
| Eternal praiſes are thy due, 
Whoſe Glories are divine. 


7 Thus as it was ſo ſtill it is, 
: And ever will remain; 
May we to ſuch a prayer as this, . 
Believing ſay, Amen!” 


HYMN Cl. 
His Name ſhall endure for ever, &c. Pſalm Ixxil. 17. 
1 Jas us our Saviour God we ſing, 
His honours we proclaim ; 


Celeſtial everlaſting King, 
Hoſannah to his name! 


2 His throne for ever ſhall endure, 1 

To endleſs years the ſame; 

His laws are fix'd, his kingdom ſure, 
Adored be his name. 


3 Long 


1 


3 Long as the ſun, that rules the ys 
Emits the genial flame, 
His church ſhall grow, nor e'er decay: 
All glory to his name ! 


4 In him ſhall ſinful men be bleſs'd, 
And ſav'd from guilt and thame 
Let their high praiſes be addreſs'd - 
For ever to his name. 
5 Let all the nations of the earth 
Bleſs Chriſt the Lord, who came 
To our low world, in wond'ruus birth, 
And triumph in his name. 


6 He ſhall abide, when time is paſt, 
In being, glory, fame; 

IJzsus, Jchavah, firſt and laſt, 
All praiſed be his name! 


7 Ye bleſs'd, bright choirs, who fig above, 
Join the immortal theme, 
And thro' your world of light and love 
Reſounded be his name, 


8 Let heaven and earth enraptur'd join, 
His glories to proclaim, 

In ſongs and melody divine, 
Eternal as his name, 


Halle] ujah 1 | 
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HYMN Cll. 


1 How ſweet, how ſolemn is the ſcene, 
Jo ſee a dear believer die, 
Poſſeſs'd of peace and joy within | 
And hear him thus exulting cry: 


2 © I'm confident, and willing too, 


To paſs death's gloomy valley through, 
And from all mortal things depart. 


3 By faith thy glory now [ ſee, 
And die, rejoicing in thy Word; 
Would abſent from the body be, 

And preſent with my deareſt Lord. 


4 © For ever now I bid farewel 
To fin, death, ſorrow, pain, and care; 
To Heaven | go, with Chriſt to dwell, 

And all his promis'd glories ſhare.” 


5 Thus, with his eyes and heart lift” up, 
Joyful he yields his mortal breath; 

He drinks, but ſcarcely taſtes the cup; 

Then dies, and triumphs over death. 


6 Lord, if it were thy will, may we 
Depart in ſuch a frame as this, 
Then mount to heaven, and Ixsus ſee, 


And there enjoy eternal bliſs ! 
. 


We are confident and willing rather to be abſent from 
the Body, and to be preſent with the Lord. 2 Cor. v. 8. 


(For thou, dear Lord, know'ſt all my heart) 
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HYMN ClII. 


Greater Love than this hath no Man, &c. John, xv. 13, 14. 


1 JES us, thy matchleſs love we ſing, 
That ſubject all divine! 
Let it, O I. ord, our heavenly King ! 
Now on us ſweetly ſnine. 


2 What if a mortal man ſhould die, 
To fave his friends from death; 
No greater love could he ſupply, "S734 
Than thus to yield his breath. 


3 Yet all this love could ne'er redeem, 
Nor ſave a ſingle ſoul ; 
However worthy of eſteem, 
Tis mortal thro' the whole. 


4 But this immortal love of thine 

All creature-love tranſcends ; 
*Tis ſovereign, matchleſs, and divine! 

And turns thy foes to friends. 


5 O, may that love which heaven reveals, 
And made a Saviour bleed, 
That love which God the Spirit ſeals, 
Make us thy friends indeed! % 


6 Then, Lord, to prove that we are thine, 
May we from day to day, 
Conſtrain'd hereto by love divine, 
Thy ſweet command obey. 


84 7 Thus 
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7 Thus ſhall we prove ourſelves thy friends 3 
And, when this life is o'er, 


We ſhall, in life that never ends, 
Obey thee evermore, 


HYMN CIV, 


When Chriſt, who is our Life, ſhall appear, then ſhall ye 
alſo appear with him in Glory. Col. iti. 4. 


1 JEsvs, my Life, in glory dwells, 
| And reigns for ever there; z 
And, in his Word, to me he tells 
That ſhortly he'll appear. 


2 Bleſs'd day when I, and all the reſt 
Who here his ways purſue, 
Shall (as in him completely bleſs'd) 
Appear in glory too! 


3 No ſorrews, ſufferings, ſighs, or tears, 
No burdens or complaints 
Shall &er be known, when Chriſt appears, 
The life of all his ſaints! 


4 But joy and triumph all divine 
Shall then their ſouls poſſeſs, 
They ſhall with him in glory ſhine, 
And ſing redeeming grace. 
5 Then for this promiſe will | wait, 
In faith, and hope, ant prayer 
Till with him in that bleſſed ſtate 
Of glory I appear, 


6 Then 


— 
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6 Then I ſhall fee his face, and fing, 
With all his ranfom'd throng ; 
« My God, my Life, my Saviour, King!“ 
And glory ia the ſong. 


HYMN Cv. 
Whither goeſt thou ? 


x LET me not trifle with thee, Lord, 
Nor with this meſſage from thy Word; 
But ſtop my ſoul, and anſwer now be. 
This queſtion, © whither goeſt thou!“ 


2 Is it to death, and to thy bar, 
To unſten worlds where fpirits are? 
Ts it to endleſs joy or woe? 
My foul, then whither goeſt thou? 


3 And muſt I ſhortly bid farewel 
To this vain world in which I dwell ? 
To the dark tomb, Lord, mull I buw ? 
My ſoul, then whither goeſt thou? 


4 Lord, let me realize the day 
When thou ſhalt call me hence away; 
And muſt I die, and know not how ? 
My ſoul, then whither goeſt thou ? 


5 O that the aged and the young, 
And all the worldly, buſy throng, 
May each one put this queſtion now. 
My foul, O whither goeſt thou ? 


G3 6 Let 
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6 Let thy dear ſaints, who taſte thy love, 
Now, to their joy and comfort, prove 
That they, thro' grace, believe and know 
They ſhall to heaven and glory go. 


HYMN CVI. 


To them that are ſanctified by God the Father, and 
preſerved in Je$us Curisr, and called: Mercy unto 
you, and Peace and Love be multiplied, Jude, verſes 1, 2. 


1 To God the Father's love 
We ſinful mortals owe 
Our hopes of heavenly joys above, 
And comforts here below. 


2 Choſen and ſet apart, 
By him we're ſanctify'd, 
And in th' affection of his heart 
For ever ſhall abide. 


3 Preſerv'd in Jesvs CHRIST, 
Here all our ſafety lies; 
And with all bleſſings in him bleſs'd, 
We celebrate his praiſe. 


4 Call 'd, by the Holy Ghoſt, 
From darkneſs, death, and ſin; 
Of his victorious power we boaſt, 
And own the change divine, 


5 May mercy, peace, and love 
To us be multiply'd ; 
Comfort and bleſs us from above, 
And with us {till abide, 


6 Till, 


0 


6 Till, in the realms on high, 
A Trinity we ſing, 
And taſte the ſtreams of endleſs joy 
From that celeſtial ſpring! 


HYMN CVII. 


Looking for the Mercy of our Lord Jesvs CHRIS wito 
eternal Life. Jude, verſe 21. 


1 Drau in a thouſand awful forms 
Appears, and ſweeps our race away; 
Waile to ſurviving dying worms 
It loudly calls to watch and pray. 


2 Not health, nor wealth, nor human power, 
Nor all the boaſted ſtrength we have, 
Can e'er defer th' appointed hour, 
Which haſtes to bring us to the grave. 


3 Where then ſhall mortal ſinners flee, 
Or how ſhall they thy mercy ſhare? 
Jesvs, there 's none, there 's none, but thee, 
Can for this dread event prepare ! 


4 But O thy mercy, deareſt Lord! 
Can all our guilt and fears remove, 
In life and death can he!p afford, 
And fit us for the realms above. 


5 To thee for mercy may we look, 
With whom eternal life 13 found, 
And calmly wait th' impending ſtroke, 
And joyful hear the ſolemn ſound, 


G4 6 Thus, 
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6 Thus, with thy merey to us ſeal'd, 
We'll bow in death, at thy command, 
And cheerfully our fpirits yield 
Into thy dear, thy faithful hand ! 


7 Then, when in plory we arrive, | 

We'll praiſe thee with immortal powerg, 
And in thy blifsful preſence live, 
And life, eternal life be ours, 


AYMN cn. 


In that Day there ſhall be a Fountain opened to the 
Houſe of David, and to the Inhabitants of Jeruſalem, 
for Sin and for Uncleanneſs. Zechariah, xii. 1. 


1 No w may our fouls unite, to bring 
To JEsus, our redeeming God, 
Our humble praiſes, while we ſing 

The fountain of his precious blood. 


2 Bleſs'd fountain! Mill it open ſtands; 


1his poor bclieving ſinners prove; 
And juſtly from them it demands 
Their faith, their praiſes, and theic love. 


3 Bleß'd fountain ! here the guilty view, 
In the bright Gufpcl's glorious day, 
Their fin and their uncleanneſs too 
Pardon'd, aton'd, and watſh'd away! 


4 No earthly ſpring ſupplies this fream 


None, but a Savioui's precious blood, 
Who dy'd the puilty to redeem, 
Produces this ſoul-cleanſing flood. 


5 The 
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5 The higheſt ranks of men below, 
The pooreſt of the human race, 


Can nowhere elſe for pardon go, 
Or hope to ſee a Saviour's face. 


6 May this bleſs'd fountain, while we're here, 
Pardon and cleanſing ſtill afford; 
And, when in glory we appear, 
We'll ſing the blood of Chriſt our Lord. 


7 There on this theme we'll ever dwell : 
Redemption, by the Son of God, 
From fin and ſorrow, death and hell, 
By his moſt precious, precious blood! 


HYMN CIX. 
In your Patience poſſeſs, &c. Luke, xxi. 19. 


1 GRAN me, my Saviour, and my God, 
Tho? here I feel thy chaſt'ning rod, 
And ſtorms and tempeſts round me roll, 
In © patience to poſſeſs my ſoul.” 

2 Be thou, dear Lord, my bleſs'd retreat, 
And keep me humble at thy feet; 
Then let earth ſhake from pole to pole, 
In patience I'll poſſeſs my ſoul. 


3 Tho' fore afflictions here abide, 
Thou art the refuge where I hide; 
And this my comfort thro' the Whole, 
In patience to poſſeſs my ſoul. 


G 5 4 But 
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4 But I ſhall reach the bliſsful ſhore 
Where ſuff *ring patience ſhall be o'er ; 
And there, while endleſs ages roll, 

In heavenly peace poſleſs my ſoul. 


HYMN CX. 


And he went forth conquering and to conquer, 
Rev, vi. 2. 


x Go forth, thou mighty conqueror ! go 
In all the glories of thy power ; 
And make rebellious ſinners know 
Thy great ſalvation, and adore, 


2 Far, far, to earth's remoteſt bound, 
Be, Lord, thy glorious vict'ries ſpread 
Till millions by the joyful ſound 
In ſweet captivity are led! 


3 Haſten the bright, the glorious day, 
When thou in triumph fbalt appear, 
Thy full ſalvation to diſplay 
On all whom thou haſt conquer'd here, 


4 Among them, Lord, may we be found, 
Conquer'd by love, and power divine ; 
Then, with celeſtial glories crown'd, 
We ſhall eternally be thine, 


ä 
- 
3 
. 
* 
* 
* 
ä 
- 
4 
$ 
+ 


De ent ER 


(238-3 
HYMN CXL 


Therefore we are always confident, knowing, that while 


we are at Home in the Body, we are ablent from the 
Lord. 2 Cor. v. 6. 


1 To thee, my Saviour, and my God! 
Let a poor ſinner come, 
And find thee thro” this weary road, 
My hope, my reſt, my home. 


2 Ah, Lord! I'm confident of this, 
And mourning often tell, 


That I am abſent from thy face, 
While here on earth I dwell. 


3 This body is a wretched home, 
Which yet I ſhall forſake; 
When wilt thou, deareſt Saviour ! come, 
Theſe priſon walls to break? 


4 How abſent from the ſongs and joy! 
How abſent from the love, 
Which ſhall, ere long, be my employ | 
In the bright world above ! 


5 How abſent from that happy place, 
And that communion ſweet 
With thee, and all the ranſom'd race, 
Which yet I hope to meet 


6 But ſhall it, Lord, be ever fo? 


And ſhall I always mourn ? 
No; yet my ſoul, in faith, ſays “ No, 
My Jxsus will return!“ 


8 6 8 Then 
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7 Then let me wait, and truſt the Lord, 
Salvation yet will come 


He will fulfil his faithful word, 
And bring me ſafely home. 


HY-MN CXI.. 
I have longed for thy Salvation, O Lord, Pſa. CX1X. 174. 


1 Gov, my Salvation ! condeſcend, 
To bew thine ear to me, 
While I to thee my wiſhes ſend, 
With whom I long to be. 


2 Weary of earth, myſelf, and fin, 
Dear JEsus! ſet me free, 
And to thy glory take me in, 

For there I long to be. 


3 Burden'd, dejected, and oppreſs'd, | 
Ah, whither ſhall I flee, q 

But to thy arms, for peace and reſt ? 
For there I long to be. f 


4 Empty, polluted, dark, and vain, 
Is all this world to me : 
May I the better world obtain ; 
For there I long to be, 


5 Help a poor pilgrim, Lord, to come, 
Tho? weak and faint, to thee ; 
And reach at Jaſt my wiſh'd-for DON, 
For there I long © be, 


6 Lord 
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6 Lord, let a tempeſt-toſſed ſoul 
That peaceful harbour fee, 


Where waves and billows never roll, 
For there I long to be. 


7 Let a poor lab'rer here below, 
When from his toll ſet free, 
To reſt and peace eternal go, 
For there I long to be. 


$ View, deareſt Lord, my longing heart, 
Which pants and ſighs for thee ! ' 
And O thyſelf and heaven impart, 
For there I long to be. 


HYMN CXIIL 
What think ye of Chriſt ? Matt. xxti. 42. 


Wir many ſpend their thoughts on ſin, 
Nor know the danger they are in, 
O may Lact the wiſer part, 
And think of Chriſt with all my heart. 


2 O may his name to me be dear, 
My ſtrength, my hope, my comfort here; 
May I bclieve whate'er he faith, 
And think of Chriſt with humble faith, >» 


3 Thro' all my life, be this my aim, 
To ſhew the glories of thy name; 
In him alone to make my boaſt, 


And think of Chriſt, and in him truſt, = 
4 Nor 
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4 Nor leſs, when I lay down my head, 
And languiſh on a dying bed; 
May I, when mortal life ſhall flee, 
Then think of Chriſt, who dy'd for me. 


5 Then, in the brighter world above, 
Where all is peace, and joy, and love, 
I ſh:1! before his face appcar, 
And think of Chriſt for ever there. 


HYMN CXIV. Fa 


And ye are complete in Him, who is the Head of all 
Principalities and Powers. Col. ii. 10. 


1 Co u join, ye ſaints, with heart and voice, 
Alone in JEsus to rejoice, 
And worthip at his feet: 
Come, take his praiſes on your tongues, 
And to him raile your thankful ſongs, 
In him © ye are complete.” 


2 In him, ho all our praiſe excels, 
The fulnefs f the gochead dwells, 
And all pertections meet: 
The head of all celeſtial pow'rs, 
Divinely theirs, divinely ours, 
In him ye are complete. 


3 His mercy, like a river, rolle, 
To pardon, heal, and cleanſe vour fouls, 
And O, his name is (weet | 
Come, then, and make him all your truſt, 


Your Saviour, God, and Gd the Juſt ! 
In him ye ace complete, 
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4 Bow to this glorious head of ours, 
For principalities and pow'rs 
Muſt fall before his feet: 
In him rejoice, enthron'd above, 
And triumph in eternal love, 
In him ye are complete. 


5 Still onward urge your heavenly way, 
Dependant on him day by day, 
His preſence till entreat : 
His precious name for ever bleſs, 
42 Your glory, ſtrength, and righteouſneſs ! 
In him ye are complete, 


6 Nor fear to paſs the vale of death, 
In his dear arms reſign your breath, 
| He'll make the paſlage ſweet : 
, The gloom and fears of death ſhall flee, 
: And your departing ſouls ſhall ſee 
| In him ye are complete. 
1 7 Releas'd from ſin, and ev'ry fear, 
5 You ſhall before his face appear, 
| Triumphant in his love: 
There ſha't his praiſe be your employ, 
| And your falvation, glory, joy, 
Completed be, above! 


HYMN CXV. 
| New Year. 
1 ALmicaty, great, and glorious God! 
Eternity is thine abode 
Quite open to thy piercing eye 
* All the vaſt worlds of being lie. 


2 Long 
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2 Long before time exiſtence had, 
Or ſun, or moon, or ſtars were made, 
Thou waſt; before thy mighty call 
Produc'd, or mov'd this earthly ball. 


3 Before th' angelic choirs appear'd, 
Or Gabriel's voice, or harp were heard, 
Jehovah reign'd, for ever bieſs'd, 
Of glories infinite poſſeſs'd. 


4 What, then, O Lord, compar'd with thee, 
Can time, or men, or angels be? 
Loft in the thought, here we confeſs 
We're nothing, vanity, and leſs. 


5 Yet, Lord, permit from mortal tongues 
A tribute of united ſongs, 
To riſe accepted at thy throne, 
And all thy love and goodneſs own; 


6 Thy love and goodneſs, heav'nly King! 
Grateful our hearts and voices ſing; 
By theſe preſerv'd, we worſhip here, 
And iing thy praiſe on this New Year. 


7 For time, and mercies paſt, we bleſs 
Thy glorious name, thou Gòd of Grace! 
Our ſius forgive, diſpel our fear, 
And ſmile, and bleſs us this New Year, 


8 Our ſouls, our all, with joy divine, 
We to thy gracious care refign ; 
Prepare us for thy holy will, 
Come life, or death, we'll bleſs thee fill ! 


+ 


HYMN CXVI. 
The ſame. 


i How fwiftly time's revolving wheels 
Have paſs'd another year; 
How {ſhort is life | my ſpirit feels 
] his truth, with awful fear. 


2 Our ſouls to thee divincly draw, 
Thou great Eternal King! 
While we, with rev@e:tial awe, 
Thus meditate and ſing: 


3 Think, O my ſoul, another year 
Of thy ſhort life is paſt ! 
I cannot long continue here, 


And this may be the laſt, 


4 Much of my precious time is gone, 

Nor canTeturn again; 
How ſwift my paſting moments run 
Of thoſe which yet remain! | 


5 My ſoul, awake ! with ſerious care 
Thy true condition learn; 
What are thy hopes? how ſure ? how fair? 
And what thy chief concern? 


6 Here a new ſcene of time begins, 
O ſeek afreſh for heaven! 
Pray for the pardon of thy ſins, 
Ia Chriſt ſo freely given, 


bt 7 Gladly 


1 


Gladly devote thyſelf to God, 
And on his grace depend ; 

With zeal purſue the heavenly road, 
Nor doubt a happy end, 


HYMN CXVII 


Tekel, thou art weighed in the Balances,. and art found 
| | wanting. Daniel, v. 27. 
1 RAS E, thoughtleſs ſinner ! raiſe thine eye, 
Behold the judgment drawing nigh; 
Behold the balance is diſplay'd, 
Where thou muſt be exactly weigh'd. 


2 See, in one ſcale, God's holy law; 
Mark with what force its precepts draw: 
Canſt thou the awful teſt ſuſtain ? 

Thy works how light ! thy thoughts how vain ! 


3 Behold, the hand of God appears, 
And writes, in dreadful characters, 
« Tekel !“ Thy ſoul is wanting found, 
With trembling hear the awful found. 


4 Let fear thy fin bound heart unbrace, 
Let guilty ſhame o'erfpread thy face, 
Conviction thro? thy conſcience roll, 
Aud deep repentance fill thy ſou]. 

5 One only hope can yet prevail, 
Jesus can for thee turn the ſcale ; 


Can give thy guilty conſcience peace, 
And fave thee by his righteouſneſs, 


6 Dear 
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6 Dear Saviour! now thy pow'r impart 3 
Convince each unconvinced heart; 
And thy falvation let them view, 
In juſtice wrought, and mercy too. 


7 Believing this, ſhall they employ 
Their hearts and lips in ſongs of joy 
Nor e'er of wanting be afraid, 

When in God's holy balance weigh'd. 


HYMN CxvII. 
On opening a new Place of Worſhip, 


1 HER let us join our ſolemn ſongs, 
In cheerful and united praiſe, 
And take his name upon our tongues, 
Who reigns to everlaſting days! 


2 Thou firſt great cauſe, and laſt great end 
Of worlds betow, and worlds above | 
Now kindly to us condeſcend, 

And grant thy preſence, and thy love, 


3 Lord, *tis thy providential hand 
Opens to us this houſe of pray'r ; 

O let it pleaſe thee to command 
'Thy gracious bleſſing on us here. 


4 Let this attempt to ſpread thy name 
Be own'd, and bleſs'd with pow'r divine; 
Let ſacred joy our ſouls inflame, 
And heav'nly glories on us ſhine, 


5 Long 
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5 Long may thy truth be publiſh'd here, 


And unborn multitudes be found 
To tread thy courts with holy fear, - 
And know the Goſpel's joyiul ſound. 


6 Here feed thy ſtints with living bread, 
The poor celicve, the weak reſtore, 
Back-ſliders- heal, and raiſe the dead, 
Thy name to praile for evermere. 


7 Then what a ſcene will Chriſt difplay, 
When from the tomb his ſaints ſhal] riſe, 
On that delightful, dreadful day, _ 
When the laſt trumpet ſhakes the ſkies ! 


8 Then may we meet our God and King, 
With him in glory to appear, 
There his eternal praiſe to ſing, 
Whom orice, on earth, we worſhipp'd here. 


HYMN CXIX. 
Parting. 


r Warr the dear ſaints of God below 
Are trav'lling thro' this world of woe, 
Oft are they call'd, as they can tell, 
Here, for a time, to ſay—Farewek 


2 And yet, all glory to the Lord! 
Encourag'd by his faithful Word, 
We thus our 4!ghs and tears repel, 
*I is only here we fay— Parewel., 


3 Thus, 
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3 Thus, while we fing in Jesv's name, 
Be this our happy parting frame, 
Hoping with him, ere long, to dwell, 
Here, for a time, to ſay—Farewe!. 


4 Farewel ! and may th' Eternal Lord 
To all our fouls his ſmiles afford; 
May we in faith and love excel, 
And cheerful ſay, once more — Farewel. 


5 Thus, while we here on earth remain, 
We part and meet, and part again 
But when we meet in heav'n to dwell, 
We never there ſhall fay— Farewel, 


6 Jesus, thou Saviour, all divine! 
Joyful our all we here reſign; 
Let this our ev'ry fear diſpel, 

And mutually we'll ſay— faravel, 


HYMN * $ 


- Parting. 2 Cor. xili. 14. 


t GREAT Three in One, and One i in Three! 


Sole ſeif-exiſtent Deity |! 
Help us thy glories to adore, 
While here thy bleſſing we implore, 


2 O that we may ſalvation prove 
In God the Father's glorious love, 
In God the Son's almighty grace, 
In God the Spirit's heavenly peace! 


3 This 
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3 This unity of bleſſings, Lord, 
Revealed in thy ſacred Word, 
Now on our waiting ſouls beſtow, 
While thee we worſhip here below. 


4 Pilgrims on earth we ſtill remain, 
Io part and meet, and part again; 
But when our pilgrimage is o'er, 
We hope to meet, and part no more, 


5 Till that bleſs'd period, Lord, ſhall come, 
When we ſhall reach our heavenly home, 
Let us thy preſence ſtill enjoy, 

And let thy praiſe be our employ. 


6 Let ſin, and hell, and ev'ry fear 
Be conquer'd in us, Lord, while here, 
And let our laſt expiring breath, 
Thy loving kindneſs ſing in death. 


7 In hope of which, dear Lord, we pray 
Thou'lt bleſs us on this parting day, 
Thou glorious Trinity divine! 

Be ever with us all. Amen! 


HYMN CXXL. 


Conſider the wondrous Works of God. Job, xxxvii. 14. 


\ 


x My ſoul! another year is gone 
Eternity is haſting on ! 
Come, ere the prave is thine abode, 


Conſider all the works of God.” 
2 Look 
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2 Look back, and view, from year to year, - 
What varied, ſolemn ſcenes appear ! 
Thro' all thy life's progreſſive road, 
How wond'rous are the works of God! 


3 He gives and keeps thy fleeting breath, 
Nor art thou ſnatch'd away by death ; 


Many are gone, who near thee ſtood, 
Gone, to the awful bar of God ! 


4 But thou art ſpar'd, and ſtill art found 
Alive, and here on mercy's ground ; 
What tender kindneſs he has ſhow'd ! 
Conſider then the works of God. 


5 Conſider time's uncertain date, 

Conſider thine eternal ſtate, 

| Confider thine immortal ſoul, | 
Ere death's black terrors round thee roll! 


6 Conſider judgment muſt appear, 
And thou'lt be ſurely ſummon'd there; 
Then, as thy ſtate ſhall there be found, 
Thou'lt hear th? eternal ſentence ſound, 


7 Then, or in heaven, or in hel), 
Thou wilt with God or devils dwell; 
O awful thought! my ſoul, awake! 
And this moſt ſolemn warning take. 


8 Come, then, ye dear, ye lovely youth 
Attend the voice of God and truth ; 
To you this meſſage is addreſs'd, 

To make you happy, wiſe, and bleſs'd. 


9 Come, 
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9 Come, and let all your youthful fire, 
To God, to Chriſt, to heaven aſpire; 
Glory ſhall well reward your coft, 


Nor time, ner | ains, nor foul, be loſt, 


10 Be thus your pious race begun, 
And, in the ſtrength of God, co on; 
Then, whether life or death appear, 
*T will be to you a happy year. | 


HYMN CXXII. 
| He doth all things well. 


1 O for a heart prepar'd to ſing 
To God, my Saviour, and my King; 
While with his ſaints I join, to tell 
„My Jrsus has done all things well.” 


2 All worlds his glorious power confeſs ; 
Zis wiſdom ali his works expreſs ; 
But O his love what tongue can tell! 
My Jesus has done all things well, 


3 How ſov'reign, wonderful, and free 
Is all his love to finful me! | 
He pluck'd me 2s a brand from hell : 
My Jesvus has done ll things well, 


- 4 I ſpurn'd his grace, I broke his laws, 
And yet he undertook my cauſe, 

To fave me, though I did rebel: 

My Jxsus has done all things well, 
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5 And ſince my ſoul has known his love 
What mercies has he made me prove 


Mercies which all my praiſe excel, 
My Jesvs has done all things well. 


& When'er my Saviour and my God 
Has on me laid his gentle rod, 
I know, in al! that has befel, 
My Jesvs has done all things well. 


7 Tho' oft a fiery, flaming dart 
The tempter levels at my heart, 
With this I all his rage repel, 
My Jesus has done all things well, 


8 Sometimes he's pleas'd his face to hide, 
Io make me pray, or kill my pride 
Yet am [I help'd on this to dwell : 
My Jxsus has done all things well. 


9 Soon ſhall J paſs the vale of death, 
And, in his arms, ſhall loſe my breath 
Yet then my happy ſoul ſhall tell, 

My IJksus has done all things well. 


10 And, when to that bright world I riſe, 


And join the anthems in the ſkies, 
Above the reſt this note ſhall (well : 
« My JEsUs has done all things well.“ 
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HYMN CXXIII. 


The Prize. Phil. iii. 14. 


1 Hank] hark, my ſoul ! the joyful cry 


Of Chriſt's etgrnal victory 


Calls thee, to heaven to lift thine eyes, 
And view, and ſing, the glorious « prize !” 


2 O how divine its beauties are | 


A prize, how rich, how great, how fair! 


Then, O my ſoul, this world deſpiſe, 
And ſcek to gain this heavenly prize. 


3 Look up to Jtsvs, he ſhall bleſs 
Thy heart with courage and ſucceſs ; 
He 'll grant thee all divine ſupplies, 


And thou, thro' him, ſhalt gain the prize. 


4 Exert thy courage, power, and ſkill, 
- Pyxſue the glorious object ſtill; 


Set the bright crown before thine eyes, 


And onward preſs, and take the prize, 


5 Run, fight, and ſtrive, through all the way! 


Conqueſt ſhall all thy toil repay; - 
For, when at laſt thy body dies, 


Thy ſoul ſhall mount, and take the prize. 


6 While ſome for prizes ſeek below, 
My foul, let all around thee know, 
That thou art made divinely wiſe, 

To ſeek and take the heavenly prize. 
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7 There to eternity thou'lt ſing, 
To thy redeeming God and King, 
Anthems of glory in the ſkies, 
And ever ſhout - ] *ve won the prize!“ 


HYMN CXXIV. 
Look again. Jonah, ii. 4. 


x Aroon returning ſinner, Lord, 

1 W hoſe ſoul's encouraged by thy Word, 
14 At mercy's footſtos] would remain, 

| | And there would look, and & {:;} again,” 


2 How oft deceiv'd, by ſelf and pride, 
} Has my poor heart been turn'd aſide; 
| And, Jonah like, has fled from thee, 
Till thou haſt look'd again on me! 


3 Ah, bring a wretched wanderer home | 
To thy dear boſom let me come, 
And tell thee ail my grief and pain, 
And wait, and look, and J again. 


4 Take courage, then, my trembling ſoul, 

One look from Chriſt will make thee whole; 

Truſt thou in him, *tis not in Vain, 
Bot wait, and look, and ook again. 


5 Do Satan's ficry.darts moleſt, 
Does dark deſertion ſpoil thy reſt, 
Art thou almoſt by forrow lain, 
| Yet wait, and look, and /ock again, 
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6 Do fears and doubts thy ſoul annoy, 
Do thundering tempeſts drown thy joy, 
And can'ſt thou not one ſmile obtain, - 
Yet wait, and look, and lk again. 


7 Look to the Lord, his Word, his throne ; 
Look to his grace, and not your own; 
There wait, and look, and loo again, 

You ſhall not wait, nor look in vain. 


8 That wiſh'd-for period ſoon will come, 


When I ſhall reach my bliſsful home; 
And when to glory 1 attain, 
O then I'll look, and oo, again. 


HYMN Cxxv. 
The long-ſuffering of God. 1 Peter, iii. 20, 


x Wir u holy fear, and awe profound, 
Nov let us raiſe a ſolemn ſound, 

And, while this earth is our abode, 

Sing a “ long- ſuff ring, gracious God!“ 


2 Amazing thought, that ſuch as we 


Are ſpar'd, and ſtill his goodneſs ſee | 
He might on rebel worms have trod, 


But O, he's a long- ſuff ring God ! - 


3 We own his goodneſs, and his care, 
We all his tender mercies ſhare, 
And, while his judgments are abroad, 


View the long-ſuff ring of our God. 


8 
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4 Yet Chriſtleſs, harden'd finners, dare 
Mock at his goodneſs, ſcorn his care, 
And, while they fee th' uplifted rod, 
Slight the long-ſuff*ring, gracious God. 


5s Lord, ſtop them in their mad career, 
Plant in their hearts thy ſacred fear, 

And make them bow beneath thy rod, 
O] thou long-ſuff*ring, gracious God 


6 Lord, melt each ſtubborn, ſtony heart, 
And all thy ſaving love impart; 
Bleſs us to everlaſting days, 

And a long-ſuft'ring God we 'll praiſe, 


HYMN CXXVI. 
Walking with God. Gen. v. 24. 


I Lr earth before the Lord be {till, 
And tremble at his nod ; 


Let faints obey his holy will, 
And live and “ walk with God.“ 


2 The glory of the Chriſtian name, 
Howe er it may ſeem odd, 
This heavenly privilege can claim, 
To.live and walk with God. 


3 Thus Enoch honour'd was of old, 


For in this path he trod; 
And this of all the ſaints is told, 
They liv'd and walk'd with God, 
H 3 4 For 
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4 For 'tis alone by ſovereign grace, 
By JEsus' Word and rod, 
'That any of our fallen race 


Have liv'd and walk'd with God. 


5 His love has always been their hope, 
Illis truth their feet has ſhod; 
And, as his mercy held them up, 
11 hey liv'd and walk'd with God. 


6 Their ſouls to greater things aſpire 
i han all this earthly clod ; 

For 'tis their heart's ſupreme deſire 
Tolive and walk with God. 


7 Then let the ſaints this world diſdain, 
"Tis not our bleſs'd abode, 
But this high privilege maintain, 
To live and walk with God. 


3 


I Y MN. CXXVIL, 


He ſball be for a Sanctuary. Ila. viii. 14. 


I Insus, before thy face I fall, 
My Lord, my life, my hope, my all! 
For I have nowhere elle to flee, 


9 * « «> * 1 $4 1 Ty, 7 
Put to my ſanctuary, 72:0. 
* 


2 In thee I every glory view, 
Of ſ:fety, ſtrenzth, and beauty too 
Dear Suwiour | ever; ever be 
A ſanctuary unto me. : 


3 Whatever 8 


, 
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3 Whateyer woes and fears betide, 
In thy dear boſom let me hide ; 
And, wiile I pour my foul to thee, 
Do thou my ſanctuary be. 


4 Through life, and all its changing: icenes, 


And all the grief that intervenes, 
Tis this ſupports my fainting heart, 
That thou my ſanctuary art. 


5 Apace the ſolemn hour draws nigh, 
When I muſt bow my head, and die; 
But O what joy this promiſe gives: 
Jesus, my ſanctuary, lives! 


J in the heavens ſhall ſing his praile 
And, when in glory I appear, 
He ill be my ſanctuary there. 


ay ** The Wiſdom and Goodneſs of 7 


1 God ſhall alone the refuge be, 
And comfort of my mind; 
Too wile to be miltaken He, 


? Too good to be unkind, 

/ 2 In all his holy ſovereign will, 
| He is, 1 daily find, 

| Too wiſe to be miſtaken ſtill, 
| _ © Too good to be unkind. 


6 He from the grave my duſt will raiſe 5; 


3 When 
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3 When I the tempter's rage endure, = 
*Tis God ſupports my mind; 


Too wiſe to be miſtaken, ſure, 
Too good to be unkind. 


4 When ſore afflictions on me lie, ; 
He is (though I am blind) | 
Too wiſe to be miſtaken, yea, ' 
Too good to be unkind. 


5 What tho' I can't his goings ſee, 
Nor all his footſteps find, 
Too wile to be miſtaken, He, 
Too good to be unkind. 


6 Hereafter he will make me know, 
And I ſhall ſurely find, 
He was too wile to err, and O, 


Too good to be unkind. ” [114.4 2 


Thau art, andfbe thy name ador'd, 
And be myffoul refign'd ; 

Too wile to ie miſtaken, Lord, 

Too good fo be unkind. 


HYMN CXXIX. 
This Man ſhall be the Peace. Micah, v. 5. 


F F 


1 BLxss'D be thy name, moſt glorious Lord! 
For all the comforts of thy Word ; 

Here would our ſouls with joy expreſs 
Our thanks, that Jesvs is our “ peace,” 


2 How ſweet the favour of his name | , 


How bright the glories of his fame ! 
% May 
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May our high praiſes never ceaſe 
To this God-man, who is our peace. 


3 Should God permit a hoſtile band, 

Aſſyrian like, t', invade our land; 
On ſuch a ſcene of ſore diſtreſs 
Jesvs ſhall be his people's peace. x 


— 


4 When Satan, and corruption's rage, 
Or heavy trials we engage 
When doubts and fears our faith expreſs; 
Still JEsus is our glorious peace. 


5 When, in the ſolemn hour of death, 
We bow our heads, and yield our breath; 
With holy joy his name we'll bleſs, -© 
For then and there he'll be our peace. 


6 But O, when we from death ſhall riſe, 
And mount, to meet him in the ſkies, 
There, in the realms of heavenly bliſs, 
We'll ever ſing, “He is our peace!“ 


HYMN CXXX. 
In a Time of Affliction. 


1 Dear Lord ! in trouble's gloomy day, 
I'll humbly ſeek thy face, and pray; a 
To all my mournful cry attend, 

And help, and peace, and comfort ſend. 


2 Proſtrate before thee in the duſt, 
_ I'll own thou'rt holy, wiſe, and juſt; 
e 1 


E 


Thy ſtrokes J can, with truth, aſſert 
Are li hter far than my deſert. 


3 Yet, I. ord, permit my ſoul to plead 
For help, in this my time of need; 
O, make, and O, preſerve me {till 
Submiſſive to thy holy will, 


4 Give me a meek, a lowly mind, 
Believing, patient, and reſign'd; 

And make me learn, my gracious God! 
Obedience, by thy ſmarting rod. 


5 Let not my heart with proud diſdain 
Againſt thee murmur or complain 
Nor let a hard or ſtupid frame 
Diſhonour thy moſt holy name ! 


6 Help me to bear, in this dark day, 
The taking of my fins away; 

And, ſince thou haft thy rod employ'd, 
O, let my idols be deſtroy's ! 


7 Tho' the fierce tempeſt now is ſtrong, 
And though 'tis dark, it won't be long; 
I humbly hope for brighter days, 
To ſpeak, and ſing, and live thy praiſe, 
3 But O, my brighteſt times will be 
When I thy face in glory ſee ! 

Releas'd from every painful care, 

Nor ſin, nor trouble, enter tkere, + 
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HYMN CXXXIL 


Like a Crane or a Swallow, &c. Iſa. xxxviii. 14. 


1 PERMIT a ſinful worm, dear Lord! 
Before thy feet to fall, = 
And there, encouraged by thy Word, 

For help on thee to call. 


2 Thou know'ſt my poor, vile, ſinful heart, 
With all its wants and fears; 
Let not thy mercy, Lord, depart, 
But hear my cries and tears. 


3 Juſt like a ſwallow, or a crane, 
Vith feeble, chatt'ring cry, 
I figh, 1 languiſh, and complain, 
Beneath thy gracious eye. . 


4 Like the poor widow'd dove, I mourn, - 
And ſorrow fills my foul ; 
O, for thy mercies' ſake, return, 
And heal and make me whole! 


5 My eyes, with looking upward, fail, 
My comforts all are gone ! 
My wretched caſe I here bewail, 
And ſeek to thee alone. 


6 By Satan, ſin, and guilt, oppreſo'd, 
O, for me undertake | 
«Thou ſee'ſt my ſoul is fore diſtreſs'd, 
Lord, pity on me take! 5 
pon H 6 7 Be 
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7 Be thou my refuge and my ſtrength, 
And let me ſweetly prove 
The height, the breadth, the depth, the length, 


Of everlaſting love! 


8 Let me, from thy moſt holy Word, 
A glimpſe of comfort ſee, 
As coming from my deareſt Lord, 
And I'll contented be. 


HYMN CXXXII. 
= Unto you he is precious. 1 Pet. ii. 7. 
1 Jesus © is precious,” ſays the Word, 
What comfort does this truth afford! 


And thoſe who in his name believe 
With joy this precious truth receive. 


2 To them he is more precious far, 
Than life and all its comforts are; 
More precious than their daily food, 
More precious than their vital blood! 


3 Not health, nor wealth, nor ſounding fame, 
Nor earth's deceitfu], empty name, 
With all its pomp, and all its glare, 
Can with a precious Chriſt compare. 


4 If light is precious to the eyes, 
If learning's precious to the wile, 
Whatever things men precious call, 
Chriſt is more precious than them all, 


5 If 
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5 If alms are precious to the poor, 

If dying patients need a cure, 

If captives precious freedom need, 
Then Chriſt moſt precious is indeed, 


6 He's precious, in his worthy name, 
He's precious, in his heavenly fame, 
He's precious, in his faithful Word, 
He's precious, as he's Chriſt the Lord. -- 


7 He's precious, in his precious blood, 
That pardoning and ſoul-cleanſing flood: 
He's precious, in his righteouſneſs, 

That precious, holy, heavenly dreſs. 


8 In every office he ſuſtains, 
In every victory he gains, 
In every council of his will, 
He's precious to his people ſtill. 


9 In every trial by the way, 
In every dark and ſtormy' day, 
In all their ſorrows and complaints, 
He's precious ſtill to all his ſaints. 


10 As they draw near their journey's end, 
How precious is their heavenly friend ! 
And, when in death they bow their head, 


He's precious on a dying bed, 


11 This ſleeping duſt ſhall, one day, riſe 
All glorious to their wond'ring eyes; 
And, when they at his bar appear, 

- A precious Chriſt will bleſs them there, 


12 Then, 
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32 Then, wich him they to heaven ſhall go, 
And all his precious glory know; 
And, all eternity along, 


« A precious Chriſt,” ſhall be their ſong. 


13 Among them, Lord, may I be found, 
And with*thy precious mercy crown'd ; 
Join the ſweet ſong, and there adore 
A precious Chriſt for evermore, 


HYMN CXXXIII. 


I will teil you what he has done for my Soul. 


x My Saviour, my God, and my King! 
In merey look down from above: 
Aſſiſt thy poor ſervant to ſing 
Thy faithfulneſs, power, and love. 
Of all the redeemed on earth, 
V/hom thou from the curſe haſt (ct free, 
Who know the celeſtial birth, 
None need to ſing louder than me. 


2 I liv'd, walk'd, and wallowed in ſin, 
To luſts and the devil a prey, 
Polluted without and within, 

In filthy corruption I lay: 

I car'd not for IE Sus, not I, 

So ſtupid and harden'd my heart; 
To him I nc'er once thought to cry, 
But rather I bid him depart. 


3 But he, all ador'd be his name ! 
Beheld me, and pitied my caſe; 
On wings of ſweet mercy he came, 
And call'd me by ſovereign grace, 


— 2 — 


He 
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He call'd me, and made my ſoul hear, 

And ſtrait to his boſom I flew z 

How ſweet did the Saviour appear, 
When mercy was brought to my view! 


4 He brought me from under the yoke, 
Where Satan had held me ſo long; 
My chains and my fetters he broke, 
Tho' many, and heavy, and ſtrong; 
; My foul from vile bondage he freed, 
And caus'd me his beauty to ſee 
O then was my JEsus indeed 
The chief of ten thouſand to me! 


5 He pardon'd my manifold crimes, 
And ail my tranſgreffions forgave 
] knew him, in thoſe happy times, 
zoth able and willing to fave : 
Through grace, I can ſing of it ſtill, 
My Jesus is always the ſame; 
Unchanging his power and will, 

All praiſe to his glorious name! 


= 6 With tendereſt kindneſs and care 

He leads my ſoul ſafely along, 

And for me breaks every ſnare, 
Though crafty, and cruel, and ſtrong : 
He comforts my ſoul, by his Word, 
And chcers me, when ready to faint, 

| And, like a compaſſionate Lord, 

Still liſtens to all my complaiut, 


— N — — . 
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7 He teaches and helps me to pray, 
And gives me acceſs to his throne, 
And there all my burdens I lay, 
And truſt in his mercy alone : 

He grants me to lean on his arm, 
He acts like my brother and friend, 
He kindly preſerves me from harm, 
And ſurely he'll ſave to the end. 


Ore, 


8 Yes, faithful his promiſe remains, 
And from it he'll never depart ; 
And this my foul daily ſuſtains, 
His Word is the pledge of his heart: 
Of him thus I'll ſing while J live, 
And daily for dying prepare ; 
And when I in glory arrive, 
P11 ſing to eternity there. 


HY MN CXXXIV, 
Which fleep in JesUs. 1 Theſ. iv. 14 


1 DAR ESTH of names, our Lord, our King! 
Tesus, thy praiſe we humbly ſing; 
In cheerful ſongs will ſpend our breath, 
And, in thee, triumph over death. 


2 Death is no more among our foes, 
Since Chriſt, the mighty Conqueror, roſe z 
Both power and ſting the Saviour broke, 
He dy'd, and gave the finiſh'd ſtroke. 


3 Saints 
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3 Saints die, and we ſhould gently weep 5 - 
Sweetly in Jesv's arms they ſleep ; | 
Far from this world of fin and woe, 

Nor fin, nor pain, nor grief, they knows 


4 Death no terrific foe appears, 
An angel's lovely form he wears; 
A friendly meſſenger he proves, 
To every ſoul whom Jesvs loves. 


5 Neath is a ſleep; and O, how ſweet, 
To ſouls prepar'd its ſtroke to meet! 
Their dying beds, their graves are bleſs'd, 
For all to them is peace and reſt. 


6 Their bodies ſleep, their ſouls take wing, 
Upriſe to heaven, and there they ſing 
With joy, before the Saviour's face, © 
Triumphant in victorious grace. 


7 Soon ſhall the earth's remoteſt bound | 
Feel th' archangel's trumpet ſound ; 
Then ſhall the grave's dark caverns ſhake, 
And joyful, all the ſaints ſhall wake. 


$ Bodies and ſouls ſhall then unite, 
Array'd in glory ſtrong and bright; 
And all his faints will Jesus bring, 
His face to fee, his love to ſing. 


9 O, may live with Jesvs nigh, 
And ſleep in Jzsus when I die; 
Then joyful, when from death I wake, 
I ſhall eternal bliſs partake, 
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HYMN CXXXV. 
The End of all Things is at Hand. 1 Pet. iv. 7. 


1 THrrendof all things is at hand,” 
And can we unconcerned itand | 
Waken, great God! each careleſs ſoul, 
Before the judgment thunders roll; 


2 Before the trumpet's dreadful ſound 
Cleaves the wide heavens, and ſhakes the ground 
Before the vengeful light'nings fly, i 
'To burn the globe, and melt the ſky ; 


3 Before the great, tremendous day, 
Shall Chriſt, in awful pomp, diſplay 3, 
Before the ſummons from afar | 
Calls men and devils to his bar. | 


4 Then boaſt not ſtrength, nor florid health, 
Truſt not in earthly friends, nor wealth; 
But live, this truth to underſtand : 
The end of all things is at hand.“ 


5 Let this be, then, thy ſerious care: 
Be ſober, watchful, much in prayer; 
Let every holy pith be trod ; 

And thus prepare to meet thy God. 

6 Live daily, as on dying ground; 
Attend the Goſpel's joyful ſound ; 
Sit looſe to all things here below, 
And patient wait thy call to go, 


7 Then 
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7 Then in Almighty love and power 
Thou'ltsetriumph, in a dying hour; 
Secure of life above the ſkies, 
And, at the end, in glory riſe. 


K 


HY MN CXXXVI. 
Thou art my hiding Place, Pſalm, cxix. 114. 


1 Ix cheerful notes my voice I'll raiſe, 
« And triumph in thy grace, 

Who worthy art of all my praiſe, 
1 My God; © my hiding place.“ 


2 To thee, a ſinner weak as I, 
The vileſt of the race, 


| For ſhelter and for ſafety fly, 
My God, my hiding place. 


3 Thanks to the Lord, there yet is room, 
And mercy grants me ſpace 
To thee, and none but thee, I come, 
My God, my hiding place, 


4 From every crafty, cruel foe 
Defend me, by thy grace; 
For I have nowhere elſe to go, 


My God, my hiding place, 


5 Vhen ſtorms and darkneſs gather round, 
And thunder in my face, 
zecure, in thee, may I be found, 
My God, my hiding place, 


6 Though 


| 
| 
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6 Though deaths, and dangers-by the way, 
My trembling heart menace, 
Thou unto me art, day by day, 
My God, my hiding place. 


7 I bleſs thee, Lord, for all that pat, 


And truſt to ſce thy face 
In the bright joys of heaven, at laſt, 
My God, my hiding place. 
8 There ſhall I triumph in thy love, 
With all the ranſom'd race; 
And ever, ever ſing, above, 


« My God, my hiding place!“ 


HYMN CxxxvII. 
Chriſt the Door. John, x. 9s 


1 Myr cul, a joyful-fong prepare, 
The Saviour's wond'rous love declare; 
Praiſe his dear name for evermore, 
The only open, heaven!y door. 


2 Is « Chriſt the door?“ then here I'll wait; 
Thanks to his name ! *tis not too late: 
Though late I come, and vile and poor, 

God will receive me at this door. 


3 Is Chriſt the door? let ſaints rejoice, 

And bleſs him, with a cheerful voice; 

Loud let your grateful praiſes ſound, 
For at this door you mercy found. 


4 1s Chriſt the door? I'll enter in, 
Bleſs'd be his name | he ſaves from fin ; 
| Though 
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Though loud the thund'ring law may roar, 
I ſhall find mercy at this door, 


5 Ye ſinners, periſhing, and poor, 
Look to this open, only door : 
Fly, for deſtruction waits behind 
Here, only here, you'll mercy find, 


6 May we, when death's dark vale is paſs'd, 
Enter, by him, to heav'n at laſt; 
And there, in ſongs, for evermore 
Exult in God, and bleſs this Door. 


HYMN CxxxviII. 
A New Year. 


I Ware, in a loud, a thankful ſong, 
Our ev'ry pow'r of heart and tongue; 
With joy before the Lord appear, 

To fing his name, on this New Year. 


2 Large, kind, and free, has been our ſhare 
Of his paternal, tender care : 
*Tis this has brought us ſafely here, 
To ling his name, on this New Year, 


- 3 Indulgent bounty has us fed ; 
Unerring wiſdom has us led; 

And here, thro' grace, we perſevere 
To ſing his grace, on this New Year, 


4 His pity, and his patience too, 
Let us, with thankful hearts, review; 


Theſe 
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6 Though deaths, and dangers-by the way, 
My trembling heart menace, 
Thou unto me art, day by day, 
My God, my hiding place. 
7 I bleſs thee, Lord, for all that pat, 
And truſt to ſee thy face 
In the bright joys of heaven, at laſt, 
My God, my hiding place. 


8 There ſhall I triumph in thy love, 
With all the ranſom'd race; 
And ever, ever ſing, above, 
« My God, my hiding place !”? 


HYMN CXXXVII. 
Chriſt the Door. John, x. . 


1 Myr ſcul, a joyful-fong prepare, 
The Saviour's wond'rous love declare; 
Praiſe his dear name for evermore, 
The only open, heavenly door. 


2 Is « Chrift the door ?” then here I'll wait; 4 
Thanks to his name ! *tis not too late : 
Though late I come, and vile and poor, 
God will receive me at this door. 


3 Is Chriſt the door? let ſaints rejoice, 

And bleſs him, with a cheerful voice; 

Loud let your grateful praiſes ſound, 
For at this door you mercy found. 


4 1s Chriſt the door? I'll enter in, 
Bleſs'd be his name be ſaves from ſin; 
Though 
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Though loud the thund'ring law may roar, 
1 ſhall find mercy at this door, 


5 Ye ſinners, periſhing, and poor, 
Look to this open, only door : 
Fly, for deſtruction waits behind; 
Here, only here, you'll mercy find, 


6 May we, when death's dark vale is paſs'd, 
Enter, by him, to heav'n at laſt; 
And there, in ſongs, for evermore 
Exult in God, and bleſs this Door. 


HYMN CxxxvIII. 
A New Year. 


s Wäxx, in a loud, a thankful ſong, 
Our ev'ry pow'r of heart and tongue; 
With joy before the Lord appear, 

To ſing his name, on this New Year. 

2 Large, kind, and free, has been our ſhare 
Of his paternal, tender care : 

*Tis this has brought us ſafely here, 
To ling his name, on this New Year, 

3 Indulgent bounty has us fed 

Unerring wiſdom has us led; 

And here, thro' grace, we perſevere 

To ſing his grace, on this New Year, 


4 His pity, and his patience too, 
Let us, with thankful hearts, review; 


Theſe 


2 ( 2166 ) 


"Theſe have concurr'd our lives to ſpare; 
And ſing his name, on this New Year. 


5 How. kindly has he made us prove 
The wond'rous bleſſings of his love! 
How great that love, how free, how dear, 
Of which we ſing, on this New Year ! 


6 How have his favours been diſplay'd! 
But O what poor returns we've made ! 
For this our ſouls would mourn, while here 

We ling his name, on this New Year. 


7 Our follies paſt, dear Lord, forgive; 
Nearer to thee we long to live: 
Our hearts eſtabliſh in thy fear, 
And thus may we begin the Year, 


8 O that we mey like IEsus walk, 
And prove by actions, more than talk, 
That we his name and Word revere, 
And thus may we go on the Year. 


9 Give us a calm, a humble mind, 
To all thy holy will reſign'd; 
And then, let what will interfere, 
Tous 'twill be a happy Year. 


wy 


4 
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HYMN CXXXIX. 


"The Eleventh Hour. On the Converſion, and Penitent 
Death of a NMalefactor, executed at Hull, in. Yorkſhire, 
1778, 


1 Wr ſing the Saviour's glorious name, 
And joyful all his praiſe proclaim, 
Whoſe ſov'reign love, whoſe mighty pow'r 
Saves rebels, at“ the eleventh hour.“ 


2 O, how amazing is his grace 
To our apoſtate, ruin'd race 
Often he's pleas'd on ſuch to ſhow'r 
Mercy, at the eleventh hour. 


3 Of ſome we hear, of others read, 
Who dreadful lengths in fin proceed, 
Whom hell ſeems ready to devour, 
Yet call'd, at the cleventh hour. 


4 'T was thus the penitential Thief, 
In his laſt moments, found relief: 
To Chrilt he cry'd, whoſe love and pow'r 
Sav'd him, at the eleventh hour. 


5 This ſight, we truſt, of late, has been 
In Eritain, at a gallows ſeen, 
Where the Redecmer's glorious pow'r 

. Sav'd one, at the cleventh hour. 


6 Harden'd in ſin, with ſcoffing pride, 
Judge, court, and ſentence, he defied ; 


But, 
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: But, O, the Saviour's glorious pow'r 
Call'd him, at the eleventh hour ! 


7 Before the awful day comes on 
Mercy deſcends, and melts him down; 
All-conquering love diſplays its pow'r, 
And faves him, at the eleventh hour ! 


8 By grace renew'd, he meets his fate, 
Reſign'd, repentant, and ſedate ; 
With joy the fatal ſtring receives, 
And, at the eleventh hour, believes. 


9 What anthems ſuch will ſing, above, 
To ſov'reign, free, electing love! 
And own, twas matchleſs grace and pow'r 
Sav'd them, at the eleventh hour. 


HYMN Cx“. 
The poor afflicted. Zeph. iii. 12. 
I Coms, ſinners, who mourn your wretched eftate, 
To Jxsus return, whoſe love is fo great, 


He never rejected the ſinner that came; 
« The poor and afflicted” ſhall truſt in his name. 


2 Though helpleſs, and weak, yet come to the 
Lord; 
He till bids you ſeek, and help he ll afford : 
Though him you've 3 his love is the 
ſame, i 
Ye poor and afflicted, O, truſt in his name. 


3 Though 
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3 Though Satan and fin are heavily felt, 
He will take you in, and pardon your guilt ; 
Though deeply convicted, and cover'd with 


ſhame, 
Tho? poor and afflicted, yet truſt in \ his name. 


4 Though ever ſo vile, ſo loathſome, and poor, 
Upon you he *ll ſmile, and grant you a cure; 
Though you have expected to ſuffer hell's flame, 
Such poor and aMicted ſhall truſt in his name. 


5 In Zion, of old, were juſt ſuch as you, 

The Scriptures have told, and they muſt be truez 
Then be not dejected, though filthy and lame, 
The poor and afflicted ſhall truſt in his name. 


6 Then, Lord, help poor me, to come at thy call; 
Thy mercy is free, before thee I fall; 
I ſhan't be rejected, though filthy and lame, 
The poor and afflicted ſhall truſt in thy name. 


7 O, bring me, through grace, to glory above, 
To ſee JEsv's face, and ſing of his love; 
The poor and afflicted, however they came, 
Shall there be collected, and bleſs his dear 

name. 


HYMN CALI. 
Divine Goodneſs, 


1 Ox goodneſs divine, Ef 
And ſuch, Lord, .is thine, 
1 Now 
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Now help thy poor ſervant to ſing : 
O, let my heart be 
From hardneſs ſet free, 

While to thee this tribute I bring. 


Bleſs'd Spirit! impart 

Thy grace to my heart; 
That here I may joyfully raiſe, 

In duty and love, 

To Jesus above, 
A ſong of thankſgiving and praiſe. 


The ſtate I was in, : 
By nature and fin, 
Was bad as a ſinner's could be; 
But he bid me live, 
And pardon did give; 
His goodneſs how ſov'reign and free ! 


He ſaw my ſoul lay, 
To Satan a prey, | 
Polluted, defil'd, and abhor'd ; 
And yet, ſtrange to tell, 
He ſav'd me from hell; 
His goodneſs be ever ador'd! 


A rebel in ſin 
Againſt him I've been, 
And dar'd his ſalvation deſpiſe ; 
But O, it is true, 
He did me ſubdue, 
And now how his goodneſs I prize! 


My fin-wounded foul 
His mercy makes whole, 
1 And 


( 171 ) 


And all my diſorders he cures ; 
Phyſician and friend 
Is he, to the end 

His goodneſs for ever endures. 


7 My ranſom to pay, 
And enmity ſtay, 
Did he upon Calvary bleed; 
There Jesvs alone 
Did for me atone, 
| His goodneſs how wond'rous indeed k 


| 8 My wants to ſupply 

| He ever is nigh, 

| And I-with his kindneſs am crown'd ; 
Upheld by his hand, 
Before him 1 ſtand, 


O, how does his goodneſs abound ! 


9 From him my vile heart 
| Is prone to depart, 
And this makes me daily complain; 
Vet ſuch is his love, 
(And this I can prove) 
His goodneſs reſtores me again. 


10 The legions of foes, 
Who daily oppoſe, 
Are crafty, and cruel, and ſtrong 3 
And yet thro' them all, 
The great and the ſmall, 
His goodneſs [till leads me along. 
11 Ere long, I to death 
Shall yield up my breath, 
| | I 2 For 


„ 


0 
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For which may I daily prepare! 

Yet then I ſhall find | 

My Jxsus ſo kind, 
His goodneſs ſhall comfort me thaw 


* 12 And when, at the word 
Of Jxsus, my Lord, 
My duſt from the tomb ſhall ariſe ; 
For ever, above, 
In raptures of love, 


His goodneſs I'll ſing, in the ſkies, 


HYMN CXLIL 
The Miſſion of Chriſt. 


1 © Wrom ſhall I ſend ?” the Father cries: 
« Lo! I am here,” the Son replies; 
I'll veil my glories, all divine, 

And to mine own, their nature join, 

That bright in glory they may ſhine 

To endleſs day: 


2 I'll ſatisfy the law's demands 
For all who 're given to my hands: 
The bitter cup for them I'll drink, 
Nor ſhall my choſen ever ſink; N 
I'll raiſe them from th' infernal brink | 
> To endleſs day.” 


3 Conſtrain'd by everlaſting love, 


He left the ſhining realms above ; 
. In 


; 
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In ſorrows ſpent his life on earth, 

And then, on Calvary, vanguiſh'd death: 

« *Tis finiſh'd!“ faid his dying breath, 
To Endleſs day: 


4 * My miniſters I'll ſend abroad, 
| To call my ranſom'd back to God; 
Them I'll conduct, with tender care, 
And bring, where thoſe bright manſions are, 
Which J for all my ſaints prepare, s 
To endleſs day.“ 


5 Hark, how the Goſpel trumpet ſounds, 
That free and ſovereign grace abounds; 
That JEsvs, by his precious blood, 
Is bringing his elect to God, | 
And guides them ſafely on the road | 
To endleſs day! [ 


6 Proclaim the miniſterial call, 
My Goſpel muſt be preach'd to all: 
My grace is ſovereign, rich, and free ; ; 
My ſaints, of every degree, | 
Shall all in glory dwell, with me, 
To endleſs day.“ 


7 This is the grace, which cheers my heart, 
Removes my pain, and ſoothes my ſmart ! 


| O, the vaſt pangs he bore for me, 
While hanging on the accurſed tree, 
That I with him might happy be ; 
| To endleſs day! 
, 8 To him, and none but him, I'll fly, 
That Ark of Safety ever nigh ; 
I 3 O, that 


10 


11 
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O, that my ſoul may humbly ſit 


Like Mary, at my Saviour's feet, 
And hold with him communion ſweet. 
To endleſs day! 


To him I'll raiſe my nobleſt ſongs, 
For O, to him my praiſe belongs; 
For the redeem'd of Adam's race 
Owe all their praiſe to ſovereign grace, 
And ſhall, to everlaſting days, 
Sing of his love, 


Hail, mighty and victorious Lord! 
Worthy art thou to be ador'd, 

Who, long before time's round began, 
Laid the vaſt, wiſe, and wond'rous plan, 
To ranſom every choſen man 


To endleſs day. 


Heavenly ſoldiers, ſtill preſs on; 


In IEsus ſee the conqueſt won! 
Bright palms of vict'ry you ſhall bear, 
And crowns of glory you ſhall wear, 
And his celeſtial kingdom ſhare 

To endleſs day. 


You ſhall, at laſt, the chorus join, 

Where ſaints and angels all combine 

To ſing of everlaſting love, 

In joy and extacy above, | 

While rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move, 
To endleſs day. 


HYMN CXLIII. 


O, fave me, for thy Mercies {ake. 


1 RAR p, great God my mournful prayer, 
Make my poor trembling foul thy care; 
For me in pity undertake, 
And ſave me, for thy mercies ſake.” 

2 My foul's caſt down within me, Lord, 
And only thou canſt help afford; 

5 Let not my heart with ſorrow break, 

But fave me, for thy mercies ſake, 


3 Such diſmal ſtorms are rais'd within 
By Satan, and in-dwelling fin, 
Which all my ſoul with horror ſhake ; 
O, fave me, for thy mercies fake, 


4 I've foes and fears of every ſhape, 
Nor from them can my ſoul eſcape 
Upon me, Lord, ſome pity take, 
And fave me, for thy mercies ſake, 


5 I've ſcarce a glimm'ring ray of light, 
With me tis little elſe but night; 
O, for my help do thou awake; 
And ſave me, for thy mercies ſake. 


6 To me, dear Saviour, turn once more, 
To my poor ſoul thy joys reſtore ; 
Let me again thy ſmiles partake, 
Lord fave me, for thy mercies ſake, 


I 4 
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7 If Il thy face in glory fee, 
Surely, dear Lord, this word will be 


The trueſt that I ever ſpake : a 
„ Thou'ſt ſav'd me, for thy mercies ſake. 


HYMN CXLIV, 
None but Chriſt, 


1 FIumBLy to raiſe a ſong to thee, - 
Jesus, my heart prepare, 
W hile to thy deareſt arms I flee, 
And nowhere elſe but there. 


2 Pity a poor, dejected ſoul, 
And hearken to his prayer, 
Who looks to thee to be made whole, 
And nowhere elſe but there. 


3 To him who dy'd on Calvary's tree 
Thankful will I repair; | 
For help and comfort, now I ſee, 
Are nowhere elſe but there. 


4 I'll wait, and cry, and never ceaſe, 
Nor yield to black deſpair ; 

For all my hope, and all my peace 
Are nowhere elſe but there, 


5 In his dear boſom will I hide, 
And his compaſſion ſhare ; 

For peace, and ail I want beſide, * 

Are nowhere elſe but there. | 

6 To 
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6 To him my fears, and all my grief 
ll conſtantly declare; 

For all my real ſoul-relief 
Is nowhere elſe but there. 


7 I'll cruſt his name, I'll plead his love, 
And on him caſt my care; 
And reſt I'll ſeek with him, above, 
And nowhere elſe but there. 


HYMN CXLV. 
The Glory of Chriſt in Heaven. 


1 Oxce more my ſoul attempts to. praiſe, 
In humble, cheerful, joyful lays, 
My dear Redeemer's name yg 
He worthy is of all the ſongs, 
From all the hearts, and all the tongues 
In nature's wond'rous frame. | 


2 Far brighter than the radiant ſun, 
He, on his high, reſplendent throne, 
For ever reigns and ſhines; 
Beaming a pure, celeſtial ray, 
Bright as the heaven's ætherial day, 
His glory ne'er declines. 


3 Legions of angels round him ſtand, 
Waiting his high, ſupreme command, 
Obedient to his will; 
With holy and delightful joy, 
They all their nobleſt powers _—_ | 
His mandates to fulfil. 


15 4 All 
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4 All glowing with ſeraphic fire, 
There Gabriel tunes his golden lyre 
To all its loftieſt ſtrains ; 
Sweetly he ſweeps the ſounding ſtrings, 
While to the incarnate God he ſings 
Through all the heavenly plains. 


4 


5 Millions of our apoſtate race, 
Redeem'd and ſav'd by ſovereign grace, 
Join the triumphant ſong; 
In lofty numbers there they tell 
The glories of Emanuel, 
Eternity along. 


There, when I've yielded up my breath, 
And paſs'd the gloomy vale of death, 
Among them I ſhall ſing, 
In ſongs and anthems ever new, 
With all his glories full in view, 
My Saviour and my King. 


HYMN CXLVI. 
The Meſſage of God. Judges, iii. 20. 


1 GARANT God! thy bleſſing now impart, 


Bring home thy Word to ev'ry heart; 
Scal'd to us all let this truth be: 
Gad has a meſſage unto me.” 


2 If God ſet home a ſenſe of guilt, 
ue ſtouteſt ſinner's heart ſhall melt; 
And this fhall make him ſay and ſee, 
« God has a meſſage unto me.” 


3 ©, be 
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3 O, be thine arm revealed now, 
And ſtubborn infidels ſhall bow; 


And each ſhall ſay, and feel, and ſee, 
« God has a meſſage unto me.” 


4 The Phariſee, with all his pride, 
Cover'd with ſhame, his face ſhall hide; 
And in this folemn truth agree : 

« God has a meſſage unto me.” 


5 The formal, and backſlider too, 

Their fin and wretchedneſs ſhall view; 
They each ſhall cry, and each ſhall fee 
God has a meſſage unto me.” 


6 Nor leſs ſhall each dear faint rejoice, 
And thankful ſing, with heart and voice, 
6 Bleſſed for ever let him be 


God has a meſſage unto me.” 


7 Whenever I'm permitted, Lord, 
To read, or hear thy holy Word, 
O, let it ever, ever be 


A meſſage from my God to me. 


HYMN CXLVIIL 
Caſting all your Care on Him, n 1 Peter, vg. 


x Vr ſaints, a joyful ſong prepare, 
To God your praiſe is due; | 
And on him caſt “ your ev'ry care,“ 
For O, he cares for you, 


I 6 | 2 His 
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2 His wiſdom, power, and love, you ſhare; 
His Word, you know, is true; 
Then on him caſt your ev'ry care, 
For ſtill he cares for you. 


3 How great his tender mercies are, 
And ev'ry morning new | 

'Then on him caft your daily care, 
For ſtill he cares for you. 


4 When you the heavieſt croſſes bear, 
And comforts are but few, 
Upon him caſt your painful care, 
Becauſe he cares for you. 


5 When ſickneſs ſhall your body tear, 
And death appear in view, 

Then on him caſt your every care, 
For till he cares for you. 


6 Reſign your all into his hands, 

Who faithful is, and true; 
For ever ſure this promiſe ſtands: 
That till “he cares for you.“ 


HYMN CXLVIII. 


Bleſſed are they which are perſecuted, &c. 
Matt. v. 10, 11, 12. 


i BIESs 'y are the ſouls which ſuffer ſhame, 
Scorn, rage, and death, for Is u's name; 
Who in the ſharpeſt pains expire, 

Or on the wheel, or in the fire. 


4 2 Bleſs'd 
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2 Bleſs'd fbuls ! their ſuff rings plainly ſhew 
Their faith, their love, their zeal, are true, 
Who for their Saviour yield their breath, 
Nor love their lives unto the death. 


3 For him, they pain and death deſpiſe, ' 
Secure of life above the ſkies ; 
There, as their great and ſure reward, 

A heav'nly kingdom ſtands prepar'd. 

4 Prophets, and ſaints, who're gone before, 
The fame dark ſcenes have travers'd o'er; 
Through racks, and fires, and ſeas of blood, 
They forc'd their way, to meet their God. 


5 Beyond the reach of evil tongues, 
Freed from vile ſlanders, ſcoffs, and wrongs, 
In glory now their ſongs they raiſe ; 
Triumphant, in their Saviour's praiſe. 

6 Then let the ſuff ring ſaints be glad, 
Thus they're conform'd to Chriſt, their Head, 
And all, who ſuffer for his ſake, . 
Are bleſs'd, and ſhall of heav'n partake, 


HYMN CXLIX. 
For thine is the Glory. 


1 To thee, my God, my ſoul would raiſe 
A ſong of humble, grateful praiſe ; 
Do thou ſuggeſt each line: 
And while, with joyful heart, I ſing 
Thy deareſt name, my God, my King, 
Be all & the glory thine,” 


2 Tis 
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2 Tis by thy ſavour, Lord, I'm found 
Alive, and yet on en s ground, 
Upheld by pow'r divine: 
Tis thou who doſt my being give; 
In thee, I move, in thee, I live, 
And be the glory thine. 


3 Thy tender, thy indulgent care, 
How do I kindly, daily, ſhare !_ 
What bleflings, Lord, are mine! 
All conſtant, wonderful, and free, 
Beſtow'd on ſuch a worm as me; 
And be the glory thine. 


4 Tis thou who haſt renew'd my ſoul, 

Pardon'd my ſins, and made me whole, 

And caus'd thy face to ſhine; 

For never, ſure, did ſov'reign grace 

Save one more vile of Adam's race ; 
And be the glory thine. 


5 *Tis thou, whoſe tender love and eare 
Have often broke the tempter's ſnare, 
Aid baffled his deſign ; 
Have oft confus'd his helliſh art, 
And turn'd aſide his flaming dart, 
O, be the glory thine ! 


6 And have I, Lord, in heaven a place, 
And ſhall I there behold thy face, 
And bright in glory ſhine ? 
There ſhall I fweep the golden ſtring, 
And, in celeſtial rapture, ſing, 5 
„Be all the glory thine ?““ 
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HYMN CL. > 


The barren Fig Tree. Matt. xxi. 19. 


1 Now let our ſouls with pleaſure ſit 
As ſcholars, at our Teacher's feet ; 
Regard the dictates of his Word, 
And learn a leſſon of the Lord. 


2 His church is here a vineyard nam'd, 
For many precious bleſſings fam'd ; 
His love, his pow'r, his care, his grace, 
Stand all engag'd to guard the place. 


3 Yet, in this ſacred, happy ground, 
Some “ barren fig trees“ may be found: 
Bleis'd Spirit! now the word apply, 
And each ſhall ſay, “ Lord, is it 1!“ 


4 Profeſſing Chriſt, and void of grace, 
Moſt awful, moſt alarming caſe ! 
Lord, ſearch the whole aſſembly round, 
Nor let us hypocrites be found. 


5 How many years has JesuUs ſought 
For fruit on us, and found it not ! 
How might he juſtly frown, and ſay: 


Remove theſe cumber-gfounds hv © ** 


6 But O! he's pleaſed yet to ſpare, 
And bring us to another year: 
Lord, dig about, and dreſs each heart, 
And let thy love ne life impart. 


7 This 
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7 This year, thy church, thy vineyard, bleſs 
With all the fruits of righteouſneſs ; 
From barrenneſs our ſouls defend, 

And love and fave us to the end. 


HYMN CIL 
The Glory of Chriſt in Heaven, 


1 No v let our ſouls with joy ariſe, 
And join the anthems in the ſkies ; 
There our Emanuel holds his throne 
In boundleſs glories, all his own, 


2 Bright Seraphs bow before him there, 
Angels his matchleſs fame declare ; 
Caſt all their honours at his feet, 
While on his triumph there they wait. 


3 © All hail, incarnate God!“ they cry, 
And ſhouts of glory fill the ſky ; 
| While the vaſt concaves loud reſound 
Unceaſing echoes to the ſound. 


4 There the bright hoſts of happy ſaints, 
Freed from their ſins, and ſad complaints, 
As to his radiant throne they riſe, 

Shout the Redeemer thro? the ſkies, 


5 * Worthy the Lamb !” is all the ſong 
Of this harmonious, happy throng ; 
While, with ſublimeſt joy, they rove 

 Ofer the vaſt wonders of his love. 


6 For 
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6 For ever dear, for ever bright, 
Is Jesvs to their raviſh'd ſight ; - 
There, to eternity they prove 
Boundleſs, immortal, glorious love. 


7 Divine Redeemer ! from thy throne 
O look, in gentle pity, down; 
And, while thy praiſe is our employ, 
Glance a bright ray of heav'nly joy. 


HYMN CLI 
On the Death of Children, | 
Set your Affections on Things above. Col. bl, 2. 


1 Dea Ry ſympathizing Saviour | hear 
Thy mourning ſervants cry; 
Parental ſorrow prompts the tear, 
Affection heaves the ſigh. 


2 With their bereaved, bleeding hearts, 
Friendſhip and love would join; 
As brethren, we would bear our parts, 
And in their woes combine. 


3 Commiſſion'd from th' eternal throne, 
Pale death appear'd in view, 
And, e'er one week had round them ſhone, 
Two lovely infants ſſe v. 


= Who, that has known a parent's love, 
And felt death's parting ſtroke, 
But here muſt feel their bowels move, 
And heav'nly love invoke? 


5 0 pity» 
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5 O, pity, pity, Lord, and heal 
This deep, this bleeding wound; 
And let the mourning parents feel 
Celeſtial peace abound. 


6 Gain their affections, Lord, to thee, 
Increaſe their faith and love; 
Ard let their joy and comfort be 
Alone in things above, 


7 Help them to bow, as in the duſt, 
And meekly kiſs the rod, 
While in thy love they humbly truſt, 
Thou ever gracious God | 


8 Bleſs to us all thy precious Word, 
And daily may we prove, 

That our, affections, deareſt Lord, 
Are ſet on things above. 175 


HYMN CLIII. 
The Parable of the rich Man. Luke, xvi. 19. 


1 Au, wretched ſoul ! to ſeck, and ſtrive 
Alone on earthly joys to live, 
And baſely thus to diſre;;ard 
The Goſpel bleſſings of the Lord! 


2 When wealth abounds, and goods increaſe, 
He thinks his joys will never ceaſe ; 
« Fat, drink, be merry,“ is his cry, 
And not a thought, that he muſt die. 


3 Elate 


| 


| 
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3 Elate with pride, and void of fears, 
Nie boaſts his wealth for num'rous years; 
Such ſtreams of riches on him flow, 


Elate, he cries, * hat ſhall I de? 


4+ © My new-built barns my grain ſhall hold, 
And larger coffers keep my gold; 
'Thus wealth and honours round him ſhine, 
And pride exults, © all this is mine!“ 


5 But O, the poor deluded wretch, 


However fam'd, however rich, 
Is little of his fate aware, 
Or thinks the ſtroke of death fo near. 


6 © Thou fool!“ ſays God, with dreadful voice, 
No more in all thy wealth rejoice z 
"This night thy ſoul in death muſt fall, 
And thou mult leave thy boaſted all.“ 


7 Then, whoſe ſhall all thy riches be? 
Or where for ſuccour wilt thou flee ? 
With all thy wealth, with all thy boaſt, 
Alas ! thy ſoul's folk ever loſt. 


8 Thus thoſe muſt fall beneath his rod, 
Who're rich on eaith, but not to God; 
Like fools they live, though death is nigh, 
And, at the laſt, like fools they die. 


9 Lord, for thyſelf, my ſoul prepare, 
Help me to *ſcape the curſed ſnare z 
Let not my life in fin be paſs'd, 
Nor let me die a fool at laſt. 


, 
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" HYMN CLIV. 
And in this Place will I give Peace. Hag. ii. 9. 
1 JEs us, to thy exalted name 
Our praiſe ſhall never ceaſe 
With humble joy we fing thy fame, 
Thou mighty © Prince of Peace!“ 


2 O matchleſs grace! O wond'rous love 
To our apoſtate race 
Come, Holy Spirit, from above, 

And fill our hearts with peace. 


3 Now, may thy Word be here ſulfill'd; 
Make this the happy place 
Where thy ſweet peace ſhall be reveal'd, 
And all thy glorious grace. 


4 Here let ſalvation's joyful ſound 

| Proclaim the glad releaſe, 

And many precious ſouls be found, 
To know and feel thy peace. 


5 Let peace for ever fill our hearts, 
And peace inflame our love, 
That peace, which heav'nly joy imparts, 
And ſmiles and ſings above, 


HYMN CLV. 
Chriſt the Sinner's only Refuge. 
1 Gre ar King of Glory, and of Grace, 
Jesus, Almighty Lord! 
Reveal to us thy ſmiling face, 


And bleſs us in thy Word. 
6-- 2 How 


) 


2 How precious, Lord, to ſuch as we, 5 

Should be this joyful ſound: 5 

That free- forgiveneſs is with thee, 
And grace does ſtill abound |! 


3 Beſet with danger, guilt, and fear, 
Where ſhall the ſinnet fle??? 
Or how of mercy ſhall he hear, 
If not, dear Lord, from thee ? 


4 See him, compell'd by deep diſtreſs, 
Behold, he longs to come: 
Reach forth the ſceptre of thy grace, 
And ſhew him there is room. 
5 This is the laſt reſolve he makes, 
Viewing himſelf undone ; 
All other refuge he forſakes, 
And flies to thee alone. F 


6 O, may we never bear the doom 
Of thoſe, who Chriſt neglect ; 
Since Js us ſays, © that all who come, 
He never will reject.“ 


H,YMN CLVI. 


Ariſe ye, and depart, for this is not your Reſt! &c. 
Micah, ii. 10. 


1 AR 18 E, my ſoul ! from hence depart, 
Earth's but a dream at beſt; 
Oſt has it made my ſoul to ſmart, 
I know 'tis « not my reſt.” 
2 O how 
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2 O, how polluted are its joys !_ 
What ſnares its paths infeſt ! 


Its pleaſures all are dang'rous toys, 
Nor is it, Lord, my reſt, 


3 A ore deſtruction waits its end, 
God's holy Word atteſt; 
Then earth can never ſtand my friend, 
Nor can it be my reſt. 


4 Not men, nor creatures here below, 
In ell their glory dreſs'd, 
Can to my ſoul true comfort ſhow, 
Becauſe they're not my reſt. 


5 Yet, Lord, how prone I find my heart, 
On earth to make my neſt 

Bid me ariſe, from. hence depart, 
For this is not my reſt. . 


6 Call my affeQions to the ſkies, 
Thy glory let me ſee ; 

And daily let my foul ariſe, 
And find my teſt, in thee, 

7 For ev'ry changing ſcene below, 
For death my foul prepare; 

Then to thy boſom let me go, 

And reſt for ever, there. 


HYMN CLVI. 


I will not leave you comfortleſs. John, xiv. 18. 


1 COweg ye, who know the Saviour's love, 
And his indulgent mercies prove, 


In 
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In cheerful ſongs his praiſe expreſs, 
« For he'll not leave you comfortleſs.“ 


2 He ever acts the Saviour's part, 
With ſtrong compaſſi ns in his heart ; 
The leaſt and weakeſt faint he'll bleſs, 
Nor will he leave him comfortleſs, 


3 His wiſdom, goodneſs, power, and care, 
They largely, ſweetly, daily ſhare ; 
He will their ev'ry fear ſuppreſs, 
Nor will he leave them comfortleſs. 


4 While they are ſojourners below, 

And travel in this world of woe, 
Thro' ſtorms, and floods of deep diſtreſs, 
He will not leave them comfortleſs. 


5 So, when they paſs death's gloomy vale, 
And fleſh, and mortal powers fail, 
Joyful their dying lips confeſs, 

He does not leave them comfortleſs, 


6 When they, at laſt, ſhall meet above, 
In that bleſs'd world of joy and love, 
Their happy ſongs will then expreſs, 
He has not left them comfortleſs. 


7 Thanks to thy name, our deareſt Lord, 
For ev'ry promiſe in thy Word; 

But O, with this, our hearts impreſs : 
A will not leave you comportleſs.”? 


* 
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HYMN CLVII. 
Chriſt the Shepherd of his People. Ifaiah, xi. 14. 


I In humble ſtrains of praiſe and love, 
Now let the ſaints addreſs their king; 
Let all their hearts aſcend above, 


And Jesvs, «their great Shepherd,“ ſing. 


2 The great, the kind, the wiſe, the good, 
The only Shepherd, Jesvs is: 
He, for the flock, paid down his blood; 
By ev'ry tie they muſt be his, 


3 He feeds them with a ſhepherd's care, 
He guides them with a watchful eye; 
The lambs his love, and pity ſhare, 
His arm, his boſom, till is nigh. 


4 The weary, weak, and burden'd ſoul, 
He gently leads to heav'nly reſt; 
His love ſhall ev'ry fear control, 

And, in his love, they ſhall be bleſs'd. 


5 Dear Shepherd, feed and guide us too, 
And never from thee let us ſtray ; 

Still let us keep thy love in view, 
And joyfully go on our way. 


HYMN CLIX. 
Chriſt the Root and Offspring of David. 
1 ALL hail, thou great Emanuel! 


Thy love, thy glory, who can tell? 
Angels, 


(.- 93-4 | ; | 


Angels, and all the heav'nly hoſt 12” | 
Are, in the boundleſs proſpect, loſt. . 


2 Mortals, with reverential ſongs, 
Take his dear name upon your tongues ; 
With holy fear attempt his praiſe, 
In ſolemn, yet triumphant lays, 


3 Among a thouſand forms of love, 
In which he ſhines and ſmiles above, 
This, with peculiar joy, we view, 
He 's David's root, and offspring too. 


4 There JEsus, in the glorious plan 
Shines, the great God, the wond'rous man ! 
As God, the root of all our blils, 
As man, the Branch of Righteouſneſs, 


5 As grafted on this heavenly root, 
O, may we live, and bring forth fruit ; 
And, under this dear branch of love, 
Safety, and ſhade, and comfort prove. 


6 All hail, thou dear, redeeming Lord 
All hail, thou coeſſential Word! 
All hail, thou Root and Branch divine 
All hail, and be the glory thine ! 


HYMN CLX. 
Chriſt the bright and Morning Star. Rev. Xxii. 16, 
0 Jo vrur, ye ſaints, attend, and raiſe 
Your voices, in harmonious praiſe; 
Bleſs'd ſpirit ! ev'ry heart prepare, 
To ſing © the bright, the Morning Star.“ 


K 2 In 
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2 In glory bright the Saviour reigns, 
And endleſs grandeur there ſuſtains ; 
We view his beams, and from afar 
Sing him, the bright, the Morning Star. 


3 Bleſs'd Star! where'er his luſtre ſhines, 
He all the ſoul with grace refines, 
And makes each happy ſaint declare, 
He is the bright, the Morning Star, 


Sweet Star! his influence is divine; 
Life, peace, and joy, attending ſhine: 
Death, hell, and fin, before him flee, 
The bright, the Morning Star, is He. 


5 Great Star! in whom ſal vation dwells, 
His beam the thickeſt cloud expels ; 
The groſſeſt darkneſs flies afar, 
Before this bright, this Morning Star. 


6 Moſt glorious Star! be thou our guide, 
Nor from our ſouls thy ſhining hide; 
Let nothing thy ſweet beams debar, 
'Thou only brizht, and Morning Star ! 


7 Eternal Star! divinely bright! 
Fill all our hearts with heav'nly light ; 
Eternal all thy glories are, 
Jzsvs, thou bright, thou Morning Star! 


8 Divinely ſweet our ſongs ſhall riſe, 
When we ſhall meet him, in the ſkies ; 
And, in eternal anthems, there 
Sing him, the bright, the Morning Star. 


„ 


HYMN CLXI. 
T will ſing of excellent Things. Iſaiah, xii. 3. 


i Waks, all our cheerful pow'rs, to praiſe, 
And touch the tuneful ſtrings, 
| While we our thankful voices raiſe, 
| And ſing of heav'nly things. 


2 Th' eternal, ſov'reign Love of God, 
That ſource of all our bliſs, 
When in the heart 'tis ſhed abroad, 
How excellent is this ! 


3 The ſpirit's work of ſov*reign grace, 
In ag'd, or youthful years, | 
Where'er this bleſſed change takes place, 
' Moſt excellent appears. 


4 Jesvs, the Saviour, brother, friend 
Of ſuch poor worms as we, 
Whoſe loving-kindneſs knows no end, 
How excellent is he | 


5 The precious comforts of his Word, 
Which all his children feed, 
When they're applied by the Lord, 
How excellent indeed! 


6 The Saviour's blood, and righteouſneſs 
Are great, beyond compare; | 
Nor can our loftieſt ſongs expreſs 
How excellent they are. 
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7 The heav'nly manſicns, bright and pure, 
The joys, that never ceaſe, 
Which to eternity endure, 
How excellent are theſe |! 


8 Cheerful, my ſoul, attend his Word, 
Believe, obey, and fing, 
The Goſpel is, O, bleſs the Lord ! 
So excellent a thing. 


9g When I, at death, leave all things here, 
And up to Jesvs flee, 
Then will theſe glorious things appear 
Mot excellent to me. 


HYMN CLXII. 
If you have taſted that the Lord is gracious, 1 Pet. ii. 3. 


1 Ys ſaints, your grateful tribute bring, 
And IEsus, your great Saviour, ſing ; 
For you have taſted of his love, 

And all his tender mercies prove. 


2 If you have taſted of his grace, 
Let joy and wonder never ceaſe ; 
For 'tis thro' matchleſs grace alone | 
You've Chriſt, and his falvation known. 


3 If you have taſted of his Word, 
Sing the loud praiſes of the Lord; 
For well you know its ſmalleſt crumb 
« Sweeter than honey, or the comb.“ 


4 If 
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If you have taſted of that f-aſt, 

Wherein his dying love's cxpreſ>'d ; 

You, thro' the ſign, have ſweetly view'd 
You're ranſom'd, ſav'd, and cleans'd, by blood. 


5 If you have taſted of his pow'r, 
In forrow's, or temptation's hour, 
You can, by ſweet experience, fay, 
« Strength has been equal to your day.” 


6 If you have taſted of that bliſs, 
Which ſaints enjoy, where JESUS is, 
You have the earneſt, and the ſeal 
Of pleafures, which can never fail, 


7 Then bleſs his name for all that's paſt, 
He'll bring you ſafely home, at laſt ; 
Wait on him ſtill, in all his ways, . 

There talte his love, and ſing his praiſe; 

8 Others invite, with pious care, 

Io taſte che bleſſings, which you ſhare; 


Point to the Word, which bids them “ come,” 
And gladly tell them, © yet here's room.” 


HYMN CLXIII. 
My Heart is toward, &c. Judges, v. g. 
r. Wu Deb'rah, rais'd by Iſrael's God 
To lead, and judge the land, 


Had broke the Cana'nitiſh rod 
In Jabin's wrathful hand: 


1 2 When 
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2 When Iſrael's ſword, and Kiſhon's flood 
Had ſwept the hoſt away ; 

And Sis'ra, welt'ring in his blood, 

As ſlain by Jael, lay: 


 * Twas thus ſhe ſung, and ſweet the ſong : 
« Praiſe, praiſe the Lord of Hoſts ; 
His arm, in glory bright and ſtrong 
I've ſeen, thro” all our coaſts. 


Princes and people fly to arms, 
And God their march attends ; 
His dread the daring foe alarms, 
And he the victory ſends. 


«There Iſrael's governors appear'd, 
And with the people join'd; 

Ocfer'd themſelves, and nothing ſeat'd, 
With willing heart and mind, 


« My heart approves ſuch ger'rous men,“ 
The prophetels records: 


« I praiſe their zeal and love; but then 
The glory be the Lord's.“ 


7 Go ye, dear ſaints, in JEsv's cauſe 
Ac the ſame n« ble part; 

Yield, to his honour, houſe, and laws 
Jour hand, your purſe, your heart. 
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HYMN CLXIV. 


Looking unto JESsus. Heb. xii. 2. 


1 For us, our gracious God, appear, 
And all our ſouls with comfort fill; 
That we in grace may perſevere, 
Looking, by faith, to Jesvs ſtill, 
2 With patience, zeal, and holy love, 
May we th' appointed race fulfil ; 
And all our hearts be fix'd above, 
Looking, by faith, to Jes us ſtill, 


3 Though ſore afflictions may abide, 
And foes combin'd, may ſtrive to kill 
No real Harm ſhall us betide, 
Looking alone to Jesvs ſtill. 


4 We'll welcome life, or welcame death, 
Juſt as it pleaſe thy ſovereign will; 
With joy we'll live, or yield our breath, 
Looking, by faith, to JEsvs ſtill. 


5 Ere long, we hope his face to ſee, 
And ling, on Zion's heavenly hill; 
Where this our happineſs will be, 
| Looking, with joy, to Jesvus ſtill. 


HYMN CLXV. 
Chriſt the Living Stone. 1 Peter, ii. 4- 


PaRT 1. 
1 Comt, happy ſouls, who know the Lord, | 
| Who love, and truſt his ſacred Word; i 
K 4 With 
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Wich ſongs addreſs his gracious throne, 
And Jusus fing, © the Living Stone.“ 

2 With you my thankful ſou! ſhall join, 
In work fo pleafant, fo divine; 


A monument of grace, alone 
L ſtand on Chriſt, the Living Stone, 


3 No other truſt ſhall intervenc, 
To him I'll look, on him I'll lean ; 
And all foundations I'll difown, 
But him, who is the Living Stone, 


4 Though fins and ſorrows o'er me roll, 
He quickens and reſtores my ſoul ; 
My life and comforts all, J own, 

Flow only from this Living Stone. 


5 Though. death, and dangers round me cloſe, 
Tho” ſtrong and ſubtle are my foes; 
In ſtrength divine, I'll ſtill preſs on, 
And to him come, the Living Stone. 


6 Here my falvation ſtands ſecure, 
This *“ Rock of Ages” muſt endure ; 
Nor {all my hope be overthrown, 
Built upon « Chriſt, the Living Stone.“ 


HYMN CLXV. 
PART 11. 
1 Tov Gn, by the ignorant and proud, 
This © Living Stone, is diſallow'd; 
Yet God, in ſpite of all his foes, 


his Living Stone for ever chole. | 
This 2 1 
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2 Choſen of God, and precious too 
Is he, in each believer's view: 
Built upon him, and *ſtabliſh'd here, 
They all as living ſtones appear. 


3 Here the great Builder, God, will raiſe 
A houſe, a temple, for his praiſe; 
Here Goſpel ſacrifices claim 
Acceptance, through the Saviour's name, 


4 Here, as prepar'd by ſovereign grace, 
Each living ſtone ſhall fill his place 
And every one, or great, or ſmall, 

Re fle ct his glory through it all, 


5 View the vaſt building, ſee it riſe; 
The work how ſtrong, the plan how wile ! 
Beauty, and granqeur, all divine, 
T nroughout the whole reſplendent ſhine, 


6 Where'er I caſt my eyes abroad, 
The Jabour's worthy of a God: 
| And, through the whole, there's not a ſtone, 
But coſt the Builder's heart a groan. 


7 Soon ſhall the Top-ſtone forth be brought, 
To crown the work his love has wrought ; 


And, to the praiſe of fovereign grace, 
Shall loud hoſannas fill the place. 


8 Jesvus, I fly alone to thee; 
A lively tone O may I be, 
With which thou wilt this building raiſe, - : 
And ÞII for ever ſing thy praiſe, 
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HYMN CIXVI. 


And be found in Him, Phil. iii. q. 


1 BxeaTHe, gracious Spirit! on my heart; 
And ſtrength and liberty impart, 
To aid the tune ful found : 
Sweetly prepare my foul, to ſing 
Jesvs, my Saviour, God, and King; 
In whom may I be found, 


2 Let thoſe, who regal ſceptres ſway, 
And force the nations to obey, 
Seek fame's deceitful ſound: 
A nobler object I'll purſue, 
Chriſt is the Prize I have in view; 
« In him may J be found.“ 


3 Let the proud ſons of clay proclaim 
Their thirſt for honour's empty name, 
To make their joys abound : 
I ſeek for honours from above, 
The fruit of Chriſt's eternal love ; 
In him may I be found. 


4 Let pleaſure's giddy throng advance, 

Who madly lead the ſportive dance, 
And jocund beat the round ; 

Gladly from ſuch, I turn my eyes 

To heaven, and JEsvs, in the ſkies; 
In him may I be found. 


8 5 Let 
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5 Let grov'ling muck-worms hug their gold, 
And ſmile to hear their thouſands told, 
Pleas'd with the tinkling ſound: 
Jz8Us alone my treaſure is, 
Riches unſearchable are his; | 
In him may I be found. 


6 Let ſenſual minds indulge their luſt, 
And all their ſhameful revels boaſt, 
Where ſouls in fin are drown'd : 
Lord, I aſpire to nobler joy, 
The Saviour's praiſe be my employ; 
In him may I be found. 


7 Let atheiſts mock, let deiſts ſcorn 
TT he ſacred page, the Godhead born, 
And caſt contempt around : 
What they deſpiſe, my ſoul reveres, 
And Jesus precious {till appears; 
In him may I be found, 


8 Let proud ſelf-righteous ſinners, truſt 

Good works, good hearts, to make them juſt, 
And ſo with God compound: 

My ſou! diſdains their painted dreſs, 

Jesus is all my righteouſneſs; 
In him may I be found, 


? 


9 Let vile apoſtates turn aſide, 
And Chriſt and holinefs deride, 
And hate the joyful ſound : 
Thy ways, O Lord, I'll never leave, 
But to my Jesvs ever cleave; 
In him may I be found. 
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10 When life, and mortal joys ſhall fail, 
When, paſling thro' the gloomy vale, 
His love ſhall me ſurround : 
And when I at his Bar appear, 


And from his lips my ſentence hear, 
In him I ſhall be found. 


11 When, from the duſt of death, I riſe, 
And join the triumph in the ſkies, 
To glory's utmoſt bound ; 
Tis this ſhall make my anthems ſweet, 
And all my heavenly bliſs complete : 
That I in him am found. 


HYMN CLxVII. 
Death and the Reſurrection. 


And thovgh, after my Skin, Worms deſtroy this Body, 
yet in my Fleſh ſhall I fee God; whom I ſhall fee for 
myſelf, and mine Eyes thall behold, and not anotler. 


Job, xix. 26. 27. 

1 My life's a ſhade ; my days 

Apace to death decline ; 

My Lord to life will raife 

My mortal duſt, to ſhine-: 

Sweet truth to me! 

J ſhall ariſe, 

And, with theſe eyes, 
My Saviour (ce! 


2 My, peaceful grave ſhall keep 
My bones, till that bright day, 
LJ riſe from my long ſleep, 
And leave this bed of clay: 
| Sweet 


( 205 ) 


Sweet truth to me! 
I ſhall ariſe, 

And, with theſe eyes, 
My Saviour ſee | 


3 Then the archanget ſhall 
His golden trumpet found ; 
At whoſe moſt welcome call 
My grave ſhall be unbound : 
Sweet truth to me 
I ſhall ariſe, 
And, with theſe eyes, 
My Saviour ſce! 


4 I've ſometimes ſaid, with tears, 
« Ah me! I'm loath to die;“ 
Lord, ſcatter all my fears, 
Bring thy falvation nigh: 
Sweet truth to me! 
I {hall ariſe, 
And, with theſe eyes, 
My Saviour ſee | 


5 What means my trembling heart, 
To be thus thy of death? 
With Chriſt I nc'er ſhall part, 
Tho? I reſign my breath: 
Sweet truth to me ! 

I ſhall ariſe, 
And with theſe eyes, 
My Saviour ſee | 


6 Then 


(200-3 


6 Then welcome, harmleſs grave! 
By thee to heaven I'll go; 
JEsus my ſoul ſhall ſave, 
And endleſs life beſtow : 
Sweet truth to me! 
I ſhall ariſe, 
And, with theſe eyes, 
My Saviour ſee! 


HYMN CLXVIII. 


How ſhall I give thee up, Ephraim ? how ſhall I deliver 
thee, Iſrael? how ſhall I make thee as Admah ? how 
ſhall I ſet thee as Zeboim ? mine Heart is turned within 
me, my Repentings are kindled together. 

I willnot execute the Fierceneſs of mine Anger, I will not 

return to deſtroy Ephraim; for I am God, and not 
Man; the Holy Onein the midſt of thee: and Iwill not 
enter into the an 4 Hoſea, xi. 8. g. 


1 How ſhall I give Ephraim Ws 
Or make him drink the wrathful cup * 
Shall I deliver Iſrael too, 

And let my ſon for ever go ? 


2 © Shall my ſaints be, tho” they have ſtray'd, 
Like Admah or Zeboim, made ? 
Shall I in awful, dreadful ire, 
Doom them to hell's eternal fire? 


3 * Ah, no! my heart is turn'd within, 
I'll puniſh, yet forgive, their ſin; 
And my repentance ſhall declare 


The truth, which I to iſrael ſware. 
4 cc Pl 


N 
4 * I'll never let my Word be broke, 
Nor, in fierce anger, deal the ſtroke ; 


My dreadful wrath I'll not employ, 
Nor Ephraim will I e'er deſtroy. 


5 „No, I'll fulal my gracious plan, 
Fer I am God, and not like man; 
And I thine Holy One will be, 
Thy glory in the midſt of thee, 


6 © Preſerv'd, and favour'd by my hand, 
My church ſhall, like a city, ſtand ; 
Nor will I enter as a foe, 

But there my ſaints my love ſhall know, 

7 Their fad backſlidings I'll forgive, 
And they ſhall turn again, and live,; 

I will again my joys reſtore, 
And they thall ſign and weep no more.” 


8 Lord, let theſe truths our hearts impreſs, 
That we thy holy name may blels ; 
Here, in ſweet ſongs of humble love, 
And in immortal ſtrains, above. 


HYMN CLXIX. 


Eternity. 


1 O Thou eternal, glotious Lord |! 
Thy gracious preſence now afford : 
To all our ſouls thine influence bring, 
While of eternity we ſing. 


2 Eternity, ſtupendous theme 
Compar'd herewith, our life” S a dream: 


Ete rnity, 


ow . 
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Eternity, O, awful ſound! 
A deep, where all our thoughts are drown'd, 


3 Eternity, the dread abode 

And habitation of our God! 
His glory fills the vaſt expanſe, 
Beyond the reach of mortal ſenſe, 


= — — 


| 4 But an eternity there is 

| Of endleſs woe, or joyful bliſs ; 

| And, ſwift as time fulfils its round, 
We to eternity are bound, 


5 And is eternity ſo near? 
Aud muſt we all, and ſoon, be there? 
Prepare our ſouls, O, bleſſed God! 
To meet our laſt, our long abode, 


6 Sinners, bewaie ! the time will come, 
When you muſt hear, and know your doom 
O, to the Lord tor mercy flee, 

Now, e'cr yuu meet eternity, 


7 Ye gracious ſouls, with joy look up, 
In Chriſt r-joice, your glorious hope! 
This eve:laſting blifs ſecures, 

God aud eternity are yours. 


HYMN CLXX. 
A National Faſt, 1779. 
The Signs of the Times. Matt. xvi. 3. 
1 Lok p, hear a guilty Nation mourn, 
Nor let thy dreadful anger burn 
| We 
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We own, and we lament our crimes, 
And ſee “ the ſigns of thre #'ning times.“ 


2 We tremble at thine awful hand, 

Stretch'd out againſt our ſinful land: 
At home, abroad, in diſtant climes, 
We ſee the ſigns of dreadful times. 


3 We feel at home, and hear from far, 
Alarming ſounds of thund'ring war 
'The guiit of our enormous crimes 
Brings on the ſigns of bloody times. 


4 What fins, what horrid fins abound ! 
While earthquakes dire convulſe the ground: 
Shall we not theſe, thy judgments, fear, 
When ligns of ſuch dark times appear ? 


5 How is religion folly deem'd, 
And thy moſt Holy Name blaſphem'd ! 
While numbers ſtrive, who moſt ſhall do, 
The ſizns of harden'd times to ſhew. 


6 Surely ſuch awful times declare 
The day of judgment muſt be near; 
When ſinners, in aſtoniſh'd crowds, 
Shall ſee Chriſt coming in the clouds, 


7 Prepare us, Lord, for that great day ; 
Forgive, and take our fins away; 
Then ſhall we ſee, without a fear, 
The“ coming of the Lord“ draw near. 


8 Our king, the ſtate, and councils bleſs ; 
Crown fleets and armies with ſucceſs ; 


Cruſh 
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Cruſh the perfidious, haughty foe, 
And ſigns, and times of vict'ry ſhow, 


9 Lord, our dear native country, ſpare ! 
Attend our cry, and hear our prayer 
And yet, in mercy, let us ſee 
The ſigns of better times from thee, 


HYMN CLXXL. 
| For a Faſt Day, 
For the Eyes of the Lord, &c. 2 Chron. xvi. g. 
1 GREAT God! whoſe holy eyes ſurvey 
Thy infinite domain, 
Naked and open to thee lie 
The ſouls, and thoughts of men, 


2 Far beyond earth's remoteſt bound, 
To thine eternal throne, | 
Thine eyes explore all worlds around, 
And make thy glories known. 


3 Swifter than light'ning's vivid glare, 
And brighter than the ſun, 
Through beaven, and earth, and ſeas, and air 
Thine eyes for ever run. 
4 Tis thy delight thyſelf to ſhew 
Divinely ſtrong and kind, 
Forgiving, faithful, juſt, and true, 
To every upright mind. 


5 O, let thy gracious eyes regard 
The worſhip of this day ; 
Pity the nation, deareſt Lord, 


And hear us, when we pray. . 
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6 O, let thine eyes be on our king, 
n And all his councils bleſs; 
Upon his foes confuſion fling, 
And give his arms ſucceſs. 


7 O, let thine eyes be on our land, 
Subdue, forgive our ſin; 
Let thy almighty, gracious hand, 
Retorming work begin. 


8 O, let thine eyes be on us all, 
Hear us, from heaven above ; 
On thee, and none but thee, we call, 
J hou “ God of truth and love.” 


HYMN CLXXII. 


Come, ſee a Man, John, iv. 29. 


j 


I Jesus, dear Lord, we bleſs his name, 
And joyful ſing his glorious fame; 
He laid ſalvation's wond'rous plan: 
Come, ſinners, “come, and fee the man.” 


2 He kindly calls the ſin- ſick ſoul, 
Heals all his wounds, and makes him whole; 
He ſaves, and none beſide him can: 
ö Come, ſinners, come, and ſee the man. 


3 He tells you all that you have done, 
Shows you what dreadful lengths you've run; 
"I was he in you this work began: 
Come then, O come, and ſee the man. 


4 Bow 


* 
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4 Bow to the ſceptre of the Lord, 
Truſt in his name, receiye his Word: 
From his rich grace too far you ran: 
Now turn, and come, and ſee the man, 


5 He calls you ſtill, O, bleſs the day! 
Nor from him turn your hearts away; 
Your time is ſhort, your life's a ſpan: 
Then come, O come, and ſee the man. 

6 Come, and receive his precious love, 

And all his gracious bleſſings prove 


Angels his love can never ſcan : 
O, ſinners, come and ſee the man ! 


7 Thus, Jtsus, when at Jacob's well, 
Did to the woman all things tell; 
Chang'd by his grace, at once ſhe ran, 
And others call'd, © come, ſee the man!“ 


8 Gladly ſhe told, to all around, 
What a dear Saviour ſhe had found; 
And ſtrait to preach his love began, 
6“ dure this is Chriſt, come, ſee the man.“ 


HY MN CLXXL. 
The Lord's Table. 


1 Wurd we ſurround thy Table, Lord, 
To meditate thy dying love ; 
Then, in fulfilment of thy Word, 
Thy preſcnce with us may we prove. - 


2 There may our minds be all ſerene ; 


And every vain and wand'ring thought 


Be 
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Be baniſh'd far, nor come between 
Chriſt and the wonders he has wrought. 


3 There-may our faith and hope be ſtrong, 
Love and repentance there abound, 
And every grace, in heart and tongue, 
In lively exerciſe be found. 


4 There may we lie at his dear feet, 
And ſing redemption, full and free; 
And each, in faith, theſe words repeat : 
« He lov'd, and gave himſelf for me.” 


5 So may our whole deportment prove, 
That we with Chriſt have truly been ; 
And find his dear, his dying Jove 
Is to us made © tne death of fin.” 

6 Upheld by him, may we go on, 

And ſollow him in all his ways; 
Till we ſurround his heavenly throne, 
And give him everlaſting praiſe. 


HYMN CLXXIV. 
Faith and Praiſe. Hab. iii. 17, 18. 


i My God! Jehovah! Father | Friend! 
On my poor heart thy ſpirit ſend; | 
Help me to touch the tuneful ſtring, 
While, trembling, I adore and ſing. 


2 How glorious thy eternal throne ! | 
How are thy dreadful judgments known | 
Earth 
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Earth trembles, and reveres thy rod, 
Thou glorious, thou eternal God! 


3 Yet, Lord, let duſt and aſhes raiſe 
A faint attempt to liſp thy praiſe, 
And join the holy choirs above 
In duty, reverence, and love. 


4 While I before thee proſtrate lay, 
Yet let me humbly, boldly fay, 
Tho' awful judgments round me roll, 
&« Thou art the portion of my ſoul.” 


5 Altho' the fig-tree ſhall not bear, 
Nor frvit upon the vine appear; 
The labour of the olive fail, 

Nor verdant paſtures clothe the vale; 


6 Tho' bleating flocks ſhall periſh all, 
Nor fatten'd herds adorn the ſtall ; 
And tho' this diſmal fight and found 
Spread deathful famine all around: «< 
7 Yet, in my God, will I rejoice, 
With thankful heart, and cheerful voice; 
His praiſe ſhall all my powers employ, 
And his ſalvation be my joy. 
8 Thus, while on earth, my days I'll ſpend ; 
And, when theſe days of ſorrow end, 


I ſhall before thy throne appear, 
And love and ſing for ever there. 
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HYMN CLXXV. 
A gracious God, 


1 My foul, ariſe, in joyful lays, 
Renounce this earthly clod, 
Tune all thy pow'rs to ſweeteſt praiſe, 
And ſing thy © gracious God.“ 


2 When in my heart his heav'nly love 
He ſweetly ſheds abroad, 

How joyfully he makes me prove, 
He is my gracious God / 


3 When, borne on faith's advent'rous wing, 
I mount to his abode, 
Then, while I ſoar, I ſweetly ſing, 
« He is my gracious Gold.” 


4 When Jesus to my ſinful ſoul 
Applies his precious blood, 
To pardon, cleanſe, and make me whole, 
I ſing my gracious God, 


5 In all my trials here below, 
I humbly kiſs his rod; 
For this, thro* grace, I ſurely know: 
He 's ſtill my gracious God. 
6 In all the ways, thro' which I've paſs'd, 
And all the paths I've trod, 
It ever has appcar'd, at laſt, 
He 's ſtill my gracious Gad. 


7 When, 


— 2 
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7 When, in my laſt, departing hour, 
I paſs thro' death's cold flood 
Upheld by ſov'reign love and pow'r, 

I 'Il fing my gracious God. 


8 But when he ſhall my ſpirit bring 
To heav'n, my bleſs'd abode, 
There to eternity I'll ſing, 
Thou art my gracious God.” 


HYMN CIXXVI. 


I will not let thee go, except thou bleſs me. 
Gen. xxxii. 26. 


1 As Jacob did, in days of old, 
So will my ſoul do now; 
Wreſtle, and on my Jusus hold, 
Nor will I let him go. 


2 Like Jacob, I am weak and faint, 
And overwhelm'd-with woe ; 
Lord, hear, and pity my complaint ! 
For ' not let thee go. 


3 I come, encourag'd by thy Word, 
That mercy thou wilt ſhow ; 
Except thou bleſs me, deareſt Lord, 
T will not let thee go. 


4 I come to aſk forgiveneſs free, 
Tho' I have been thy foe ; 
Except thou grant it, Lord, to me, 
4 will not let thee go. 
| | 5 I come 
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5 I come, to open all my wounds, 
My ſorrows, and my woe 
Except thy healing grace abounds, 

TI will not let thee go. 


6 I come, to tell thee all my fears 
And conflicts here below ; 
Except thy mercy, Lord, appears, 

T will not let thee go. 


7 I come, thy promiſes to plead, 
Where love and mercy flow; 


Except thou bleſs thy Word, indeed 


1 will not. let thee go. 


8 I come, to give thee this vile heart, 
Which fin has mangled ſo; 
Except ſalvation thou impart, 
T will not let thee go. 


9 I come, to claim thee as my own, 
And all things elſe forego | 
Except thou grant me this ſweet boon, 
I will not let thee go. 


10 I come, to aſk for all thy love, 
And all thou canſt beſtow ; 


Except theſe bleſſings, Lord, I prove, 


IT will not let thee go. 


11 Thus will I wrefile, while I live 
A pilgrim here below, 
And, when in glory I arrive, - 
I will nat let thee go. 


L 


- 
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HYMN CLXXVIII. 
Beware leſt thou forget the Lord. Deut. vi. 13. 


1 ATTEN D, my ſoul, the facred page, 
Let all its truths thy pow'rs engage, 
And mark this paflage on recotd: 

4 Beware, lat thiu forget the Lord.“ 


My ſinful nature proves, indeed, 
That I this caution daily need; 

O, may it in my heart be ſtor'd: 
Beware, left thou forget the Lord. 

3 If health, and wealth, and joys abound, 
And all my lower hopes are crown'd ; 
Then, O my foul, this truth regard: 
Beware, left thou forget the Lord. 


4 Or if quite diff 'rent-ſcenes appear, 


And want and poverty are here, 
And thou from earthly joys art barr'd, 
Beware, left thou forget the Lord. 


5 If in thee fierce temptations rage, 
Or hoſts of hell thy ſoul engage, 


Then be thou mindful of this word: 


Beware, leſt thou forget the Lord. 


.6 Thro' all thy pilgrimage below, 


In paths of com fort, or of woe, 
And when thou deah's cold ſtream ſhalt ford, 
Beware, leſt thou forget the Lord. | 


IT 7 Look 
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7 Look up, my ſoul, and onward preſs, 
Leaning on all- ſufficient grace 
And, come what will, think on tis word: 
Beware, le thou forget the Lord. 


HYMN CLXXIX. 
Becauſe he delighteth in Mercy, Micah, vii. 18, 


1 O, wHno is like the Lord our God, 
Who ſmiles, and ſheds his love abroad, 
And thus our ſouls to praiſe excites, 
Becauſe in & mercy he delights?" 
2 O, who is like the Lord our God, 
Who governs all things with his nod ? 
k The meaneſt faint he never lights, 
| Becauſe in mercy he delights. 


3 O, who is like the Lord our God, 
When he takes up the chaſt*ning rod ? 
For then he ſmiles, althe' he ſmites, 
Becauſe in mercy he delights, 

4 O, who is like the Lord our God, 
When fin becomes a heavy load? 

The weary he to reſt invites, 
Becauſe in mercy be delights. 

5 O, who is like the Lord our God ? 
When cruel foes beſet our road, 
Then he appears, and for us fights, 
Becauſe in mercy be delights. 


L 2 6 O, whe 
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6 O, who is like the Lord our God, 
Who gives his faints his gracious Word, 
And there his faithful promiſe writes, 
Becauſe in mercy he delights? 


7 O, who is like the Lord our God, 
Who has prepar'd a bleis'd abode, 
Where grace and glory he unites, 
Becauſe in mercy he delights ? 


HYMN CLXXX. 


And the Lord turned, and looked upon Peter. 
Luke, xx11. 61. 


1: DEAR Lord, I ſee, in Peter's caſe, 
So much, ſo like my own, | | 
That I, without thy look of grace, | 
For ever am undone, ; | 
2 But, O, to Peter thou didſt turn, 
And on him kindly look; 
Then he before the Lord did mourn, 
And then his heart was broke. 


* , Gp) «ü es ie. ee oC 


3 The flowing tears bedew'd his face, 
And ditterly he wept; 
Nor lefs his h-art ador'd the grace, 
Which him from ruin kept, 
4 Lord, from the love thou didſt diſplay 
ln ſctury Peter free, 
I am encuurag'd now to pray, 
« O, turn, and look on me! 


3 5 « Thou 
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5 Thou know'ſt the ſtate my ſoul was in, 
And doſt my vileneſs ſee; 


Lord, as thou didſt to Peter then, 
Now turn, and look on me, 


6 & Like him, how oft has my vile heart 
Baſely denyed thee |! 
Do, deareſt Lord ! one look impart, 
One look, on ſinful me. 


7 One look from thee the rock will melt, 
One look will make me whole, 
One oo c will pardon all my guilt, 
One look will ſave my ſoul. 


8 * Nothing, but one dear look of thine, 
Can heal, or ſet me free ; 
O, bleſs me with this beam divine, 
And turn, and look on me.“ 


9 Then while below, and when above, 
This my ſweet ſong ſhall be: | 

« Bleſs, O, my ſoul, his name, his love, 
Who turn'd, and look'd on thee !”? 


HYMN CLXXXI. 


I will Mention the loving Kindneſs of the Lord. 


Ita, Ixiii. 7. 


x Awake, my ſoul, in joyful lays, 
And ſing thy great Redeemer's praiſe ; 
He juſtly claims a ſong from me, 

His © loving kindneſs” is ſo free. 


L3- 2 He 
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2 He ſaw me ruin'd in the fall, 
Yet lov'd me notwithſtanding all, 
And ſav'd me from my loſt eſtate, 
His loving kindneſs is fo great. 


3 When I was Satan's eaſy prey, . 
And deep in debt and bondage lay, 

He paid his life for my diſcharge, 
His loving kindneſs is ſo large. 


4 Thro' mighty hoſts of cruel foes, 
Where earth and hell my way oppoſe, 
He ſafely leads my foul along, 
His loving kindneſs is ſo ſtrong. 


5 When earthly friends forſake me quite, 
And I have neither ſkill nor might, 
He 's ſure my helper to appear, 

His loving kindneſs is fo near, 


6 Often I feel my ſinful heart 
Prone from my Jtsvs to depart ; 
And tho' I oft have him forgot, 
His loving kindneſs changes not, 


7 So, when I paſs death's gloomy vale, 
And life, and mortal pow'rs fhall fail, 
O may my laſt expiring breath | 
His loving kindneſs ſing in death! 
8 Then ſhall I mount, and foar away 
To the bright world of endleſs day; 
There ſhall I ſing, with ſweet ſurpriſe, 
His loving kindneſs, in the ſkies, 
EO 9 There 


( ] 
9 There with their golden harps T'Il join, 
And with their anthems.mingle mine; 


And loudly ſound, on ev'ry chord, 
The loving kindneſs of the Lord. 


H YMN CLXXXII. 


© is the Lord, let him do what ſeergeth lum Good. 


1 Sam. ui. 18. 


1 To God, my gracious God, I fly; 
He lives, though earthly comforts die; 
Before him may my ſoul lie ſtill, 

And bow ſubmiſſive to his will. 


2 « It is the Lord,” and he is wiſe; 
Tho! the deſire of mine eyes | 
Is ſwept away by death's cold flood, 
Still © Jet him do what ſeems him good.“ 


3 It is the Lord, and he is juft, 
And in him till I' humbly truſt; 
May all my will to him be bow'd, 
And let him do what ſcems him good, 


4 It is the Lord, and he is kind, 
And I at laſt ſhall ſurely find, 
Mercy has led me all the road 
Thea let bim do what ſeems him good, 
5 It is the Lord, and he is true, 
Still to ſupport, and bring me thro' ; 
Firm has his truth for ever ſtood, 
Then let him do what ſeems him good. 


L 4 
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6 Tt is the Lord, and all is well ; 


In all which has to me befel, 
He makes afflictions yield me food; 


Then let him do what ſeems him good, 


7 It is the Lord, and I'll proclaim 
My humble prailes to his name; 
He is my reſt, my ſaſe abode, 
And let him do what ſeems him good. 


8 In the eternal world above, 
For ever I 'll adore his love; 
And ſing of all that he has ſhow's : 
The Lord has ever done me good. 


HYMN CLXXXIlL, 
Conſider the Ravens, Luke, Il. 24+ 


1 KIND Teacher and Lord! 
Thy wiſdom we bleſs, 
Who doſt, in thy Word, 

This precept expreſs: 

(May we from the heavens 
This counſel receive) 

« Conſider the ravens,” 
And learn to believe. 


2 Whatever diſtreſe, 
Or want may betide, 
The God of all grace 
Will for us provide; 


Since 
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Since he, from the heavens, 
Has taught us to ſay, 

« Conlider the ravens,“ 
Whenever you pray. 


They ſow not, nor reap, 
Nor gather in ſtore, 
Have nothing to keep, 
Yet never are poor : 
If God, in the heavens, 
Made nething in vain, 
Conſider the ravens, 
And never complain, 


' Your every need 4, 
He 'i ſurely ſupply, 
And all his ſaints feed 


With bread from the ſky : 


On him, in the heavens,. 
| Continue to call; 
Conſider the ravens, 

And truſt him for all. 


Your wants may be great, 
And friends may be few; 

Yet on him ſtill wait 
Whatever you do: 

For he, in the heavens, 


Well knows what you need ; 


Conſider, the ravens 


His children ſhall feed, 
a 
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Look up to his throne, 
Nor ever defpair, 

But thankfully own 

| His fatherly care : 
Your God, in the heavens, 
For ever adore ; 
Conſider the ravens, 
And doubt him no more. 


O, doubt not his care, 

| His truth, or his love, 

Which kindly you ſhare, 
And conſtantly prove: 

When you againſt heaven 
To murmur begin, 

Conſider the ravens, | 
And bluſh for your ſin. | 


8 Still, Lord, while below 


| A pilgrim I tay, 
Thy bounty beſtow, 
Thy kindneſs diſplay : 
To thee, in the heavens, 
I '11 lift up my voice, 
Gonſider the ravens, 
And always rejoice, 
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HYMN CLXXKXXIV. 


I wait for the Lord, my Soul doth wait, and in his 


Word do I hope. Pſalm, cxxx. 5. 


I Her x, at thy throne of ſovereign grace, 
] bow before thee, Lord; 
And wait, to ſee thy ſmiling face, 
« Still hoping in thy Word.“ 


2 One glimpſe of thee, thou God of Love, 
Will peace and joy afford ; 
And here I wait, that glimpſe to prove, 
Still hoping in thy Word, 
3 Out of the depths of fin and grief 
I cry, to be reſtor'd ; 
And wait till thou ſhalt ſend relief, 
Still hoping in thy Word, 
4 Forgiveneſs, Lord, is ſtill with thee, 
That thou may'ſt be ador d; 
And here I wait, for pardon free, 
Still hoping in thy Word, 
5 I wait for thee, my ſoul doth wait, 
Thy love I'll here record; 
Thy praiſe in ſongs I'Il celebrate, 
Still koping in thy Word. 
On thee, my God, * the firſt and laſt,” 
My ſhield, and my reward, 
I'll wait, till life and time are paſt; 
Still hoping in od 
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HYMN CLXXXV, 


He that is joined unto the Lord, is one Spirit, 
1 Cor. vi. 17. 


Cons, happy ſouls, unite, to praiſe, 
Who know, and love the Word 
For he who's join'd to JIESUs, is 
& One ſpirit with the Lord.“ 


2 O, what a ſpring of ſacred joy, 
Doth this ſweet truth afford ! 
Well may his praiſe be their employ, 
Who're joined to the Lord. 


3 The ground, how firm ! the bands, how ſtrong ! 
How glorious the reward | 
Be this each ſaint's delightful ſong; 
« 'm joined to the Lord.“ 


4 Your ſuls the ſacred union feel, 

Your lives the ſame expreſs; 

- Go on, rejoicing in him till, 
You're join'd to him, by grace. 


5 In all his ways ſtill perſevere, 
Let nought your ſteps retard; _ 
Let this ſubdue each foe and fear: 
I'm joined to the Lord. 


6 But, O, what wonder, praiſe, and love, 
WI heav'n at laſt afford 
Where ſaints for evermore ſhall prove, 
They're joined to the Lord. 
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HYMN CLXXXVI. 


T have ſurely heard Ephraim bemoaning himſelf thus x 
Thou haft chaſtiſed me, and I was chaſtiſed, as a Bul- 
lock unaccuſtomed to the Yoke: tura thou me, and I 
ſhall be turned; for thou art the Lord my God, 
Jer. xxxi. 18. 


1 HER x, deareſt Lord, as in a glaſs, 
I ſee my own, in Ephraim's caſe; 
And here, like him, would fioful I 
Now raiſe a penitential cry. 


2 My fin and vileneſs, Lord, I own, 
And here, to thee, myſelt bemoan z 

Thou haſt chaſtis'd me with thy {troke, 

But I have ſpurn'd, and icorn'd thy yoke, 


3 Like a wild bullock, have [ been - 
Under thy chaſtiſement, for ſin ; 
Fretful, and obſtinate, and proud, 
How little has my heart been bow'd ! 


4 Yet, let me, Lord, thy mercy ſee ; 
« Turn me, and I ſhall turned be;“ 
Thus ſanctify to me thy rod, 
For thou art till, the Lord, my God, 


5 Then ſhall it to my ſoul be clear'd, 
That thou my pray'r haſt ſurely heard; 
And I ſhall ail thy love proclaim, | 
And triumph in thy gloricus name. 
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HYMN CLXXXVIL 
Rejoicing. 


t Gop of all our canſolation, 
Let us now in thee rejoice ; 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Then we'll ſing with heart and voice: 
Let us now, from Jxsus' ſulneſs, 
Lite, and ſtrength, and joy receive; 
Save us, L.ord, from all our dulneſs, 
While rejoicing we believe. 


2 Comfort in our tribulation 

Thou wilt grant us from on high; 
Lord, increaſe our obligation, 

While we live, and when we die; 
That, to comfort thoſe in trouble, 

Me our comforts may impart ; 

Thus, dear Lord, beſtow it double, 

Sweetly ſo, from heart to heart. 


3 Grant unto us, Lord, thy bleſſing, 
By thy Word, and by thy rod; 
Let our comforts be increaſing 
From thyſelf, our gracious God! 
Let us, Lord, in ſweet thankſgiving, 
Onward urge our heavenly way, 
On thy loving kindneſs living 
Joytully, from day to day, 


Tt 


4 When from hence thou, Lord, ſhalt call us, 

When we muit bow down, and die, 

Let no evil then befal us, 
Let thy comforts ſtill be nigh: 

When our conflicts all are over, 
And in glory we appear, 

We'll enjoy and ſing, for ever, 
All thy love and comforts there, 


HYMN CLXXXVIII. 


The People that do know their God ſhall be ſtrong, and 
do Exploits, Dan. xi. 32. To: 


I OTrrov, my everlaſting All, 
On whom alone for help I call; 
Be thou the glory of my ſong, 
« And may I know thee, and be ſtrong. ”? 


2 Hear me, my Father, and my God, 
And in me ſhed thy love abroad 
Mercy and love to thee belong, 

O, may 1 know thee, and be ſtrong. 


3 O, make me ſtrong in Chriſt, my Lord, 
And ſtrong in faith, and in thy Word 3 
O, make me ſtrong in ev'ry grace, 

And ftrong, to run th' appointed race, 


4 Thus perfect in me, deareſt Lord, 
Thy ſtrength, according to thy Word; 
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And let this be my daily ſong : 
« When] am weak, then am I ſtrong.” 


5 Thus may my ſoul ſtill perſevere, 
And find thy ſtrength and preſence near; 
Then ev'ry foe and fear ſhall flee, 
And TI ſhall “ do exploits,” by thee. 


6 Praiſe to that God be ever paid, 
Who ſtrength in weakneſs perfe&t made ; 
Thus may! ſing, while here below, 
Thus may I ling, in glory too. 
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5 A BEGGAR poor, 


„At mercy's door, 
Lies ſuch a wretch asT : 
Thou know'tt my need: 
Is great indeed, 
Lord, hear me, when I cry! 
2 With guilt beſet, 
And deep in debt, 
For pardon, I ord, I pray; 
O, let thy love 
Suffichent prove, 
To take my fins away. 


3 A wicked heart 
Is no {mall part 


of 
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Of my di ſtreſs and ſhame z 
Let ſovgreign grace 
Its crimes efface, 

Thro' Jesus bletied name. 


4 My darken'd mind, 
I daily find, 
ls prone to go aſtray 
Lord, on it ſhine, 
With light divine, 
And guide it in thy way. 


5 My ſtubborn will 
Oppoſes (till 
| f Thy wiſe and holy hand; 
7 Thy ſbirit ſend, 
ug To make it bend 
To thy ſupreme command, 


6 AﬀeStions wild, 
By ſin deſil'd, 
Oſt hurry me away; 
Lord, bring them home, 
Nor let them roam 
From Chriſt, the living way. 


7 A conſcience hard 
Does oft retard 
My walk in holy peace; 
Let it by thee 
Made tender be, 
And all its hardneſs ceaſe, 


8 My 


$99 
8 My mem'ry bad, 
But, what is fad, 
Can folly ſtill retain ; 
O, fill it, Lord, 
With thy ſweet Word, 
And let it there remain. 


9 Before thy face 
I've told my caſe'; 
Lord, help and mercy ſend: 
Pity my ſoul, | 
And make me whole, 
And love me to the end. 


HYMN CXC. 
Chriſt in you the hope of Glory, Col. i. ay 


1 Now let my ſoul to Jesvs raiſe 
A ſong of grateful, humble praiſe ; 
To him with joy will I look up, 
For he's © the glory of my hope.“ 


2 In all my trials, wants, and fears, 
He kindly for me ſtill appears; 
He is my never failing prop, 
And all the glory of my hope. 


3 What tho' he's pleaſed ſtill to lay 
Afflictions on me, day by day; 
I'll drink the ſweet, tho” bitter cup, 
Since he's the glory of my hope. 
5 ..: a 
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4 Tho' weak and helpleſs ſtill I am, 
My ſtrength and refuge are © the Lamb;“ 
He holds me ſtill, nor ſhall I drop, 
Since he's the glory of my hope. 


3 His name I'll bleſs for all that's paſt z 
He l bring me fafe to heav'n at laſt z 
There ſhall 1 ſing, and never ſtep, 
To him, the glory of ny hope. 


6 Join ye, dear ſaints, who know 'tis true, | 
That © you're in Chriſt, and Chriſt in you;“ 
Here give your ſacted paſſions ſcope, 

And Jesvs ling, your glorious hope. 


HYMN CXCI. 
Complaint of a hard Heart. Ezekie!, xi. 193 


1 Lox p, hear a burden'd ſinner mcurn, 
Who gladly would to thee return; 
Thy tender mercies, O, impart, 
And take away this flony heart.” 


2 Tis this hard heart, which ſinks me down, 
Nor aſks thy ſmile, nor fears thy frown j 

This cauſes all my woe and ſmart, 
Lord, take away this ſtony heart, 


3 Tis this hard heart, my gracious Lord, 
Which ſcorns thy love, and lights thy Word; 
Which tempts me from thee to depart; 
Lord, take away this ſtony heart, 


4 Tis 
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4 Tis this hard heart, whoſe bold reply, 

Gives all thy ſacred truth the lie, 
And would thy promiles pervert 
Lord, take away this ſtony heart. 


5 Tis this hard heart I feel within, 
Which ſights thy grace, and cleaves to lin ; 
Sure *tis of hell the counterpart z 
Lord, take away this ſtony heart. 


6 'Tis this hard heart, which dares withſtand 
All the dread judgments of thy hand, 
Which daily acts the rebel's part; 

Lord, take away this ſtony heart. 


7 Tis this hard heart, which, day by day, 
Would ſhut my month, nor let me pray; 
Yea would from ev'ry duty ſtart: 

Led, take away this ſtony heart, — 


8 is this hard heart, whoſe curſed ſnare 
Tempts me to pride, or to deſpair ; 
O, in me, Lord, thy pow'r exert, 
And take away this ſteny heart. 


9 Tis this hard h-art I cannot bear; 
Lord, hear and anſwer this my pray'r: 
Its rage, its pow'r, its madneſs, lay ; 
Lord, take this ſtony heart away. 
10 Sure the bleſs'd day will ſhortly come, 
When this hard heart ſhall know its an! 3 


When I no more ſhall ſin retain, 
Nor of a ſtony heart complain, 


11 Yes 


x ® 
* 


A 
11 Ves, friendly death, with welcome ſtroke, 
Will looſe the chain, will break the yoke; 
And, when artiv'd on glory's ſhore, 
A ſtony heart be felt no more. 


; HYMN CXCIL 
HIM. Acts, v. 31. 


I Tory, all who love the Saviour's name, 
To ing his everlaſting fame; 
Great God ! prepare cach heart and voice, 
In “ Him”? for ever to rejoice. 


2 Of Him what wond'rous things are told! 
In Him what g'ories I beheld! 
# For Him I gladly al things leave; 
1 Fo Him, my ſoul, for ever cleave. 


j 3 In Him my treaſure's all contain'd ; 
By Him my feeble ſoul's ſuſtain'd; 
From Him what f.ivours | receive! 
Thro' Him I ſhall for ever live. 


4 With Him I daily love to walk; 

Of Him my ſoul delights to talk; 
On Him I caſt my ev'ry care; 
Like Him one day ſhail I appear. 

5 Blets Him, my foul, from day to day; 
Truſt Him, to lead thee on thy way | 
Give Him thy poor, weak, ſinful heart; 
Wich Him O, never, never part. 


6 Take 
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6 Take Him for ſtrength and righteouſneſs 3 
Make Him thy refuge in diſtreſs ; 
Love Him above all earthly joy, 
And Him in every thing .employ. 


7 Praife Him in cheerful, grateful ſongs; 
To Him your higheſt praiſe belongs: 
Tis He, who glory does prepare, 

And Him you'll ſing for ever there. 


H YMN CXClII. 
The Breaker is come up beſore them. Micah, ii. 13. 
1 S1NG the dear Saviour's glorious fame, 
Who bears © the Break:r's'* wond'rous name; 
Sweet name] and it becomes him well, 


Who breaks down ſin, guilt, death, and hell. 


2 A mighty Breaker ſure is he; 
He broke my chains, and ſet me free; 
A gracious Breaker to my ſoul; 
He breaks, and O, he makes me whole! 


3 He breaks thro' ev'ry gloomy cloud, 
"Which can my ſoul with darkneſs ſhroud; 
He breaks the ev'ry crafty ſnare, 
Which helliſh foes for me prepare ; 


4 He breaks the gates of harden'd braſs, 
To bring his faithful Word to paſs ; 
And, tho' with pond*rous iron barr'd, 
The Breaker's love they can't retard. 


5 Great 


n . ed. 
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5 Creat Breaker! O, thy love impart 
Daily, to break my ſtony heart; 
O, break it, Lord, and enter in, 
And break, O, break the power of ſin! 


S Break out, and ſhine upon my ſoul, 
One look from thee will make me whole; 
Break thro' my foes, to my relief, 
And break, O, break my unbelief! 


7 Break down my ſelf-ſufficient pride, 
And let me, at thy feet, abide; | 
And there adore thee, mighty Lord! 
Who. never, never break'ſt, thy Word, 


8 By thee, I'll break thro! ev'ry foe, 
And joyful on my way I'll go; 
By thee, I'Il break death's eold embrace, 
And mount to heav'n, and ſee thy face. 


9 There has my King paſs'd on e 
And there for ever ['ll adore, 
And to eternity I'll raiſe 3 
My ſongs to this great Breaker's praiſe, 


HYMN CXCIV. 


Which were born, not of Blood, nor of the Will of the 


Fleſh, nor of the Will of Man, but of God. John, i. 13. 4 


1 Ass 1s r my ſoul, my heav'nly King ! "4 
Thine everlaſting love to ſing; 
And joyful ſpread thy praiſe abroad, 

As one, thro' grace, that's (born of God.“ 
2 No, 
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2 No, it was not the will of man . 
My ſoul's new heav'nly bi:th began; 

Nor will, nor pow'r of fleſh or blood, 
That turn'd my heart from fin to God. 


3 Hercin let ſelf be all abas'd, 
And ſov'ieign love alone confeſs'd ; 
This be my ſong, thro? all the road: 
That“ born 1 am, and born of God.” 


4 O, may this love my ſoul conſtrain, 
To mike returns of love again; 
That I, while earth is my abode, 1 
May live like one that's born of God. 


5 May 1 thy praiſes daily ſhew, 

Who hatn created all things new, 
And » aili'd me in a Saviour's blood, 
To prove that I am born of God, 


6 Lead me, O Lord, in all thy ways; 
Guard me, © Lord, thro' all my days; 
O, make thy Word my rule and rod, 

To walk like one that's born of God. 


7 Ard when th appointed hour ſhall come, 
That thou wilt call me to my home, 
Toyful I'll pats the chilling flood, 

And die as one that's born of God. 


8 Then ſhall my ſoul triumphant riſe 
To its ble(s'd manſion in the ſkies, 
And in that glorious, bright abode . 
Sing then, as one that's born of God, 
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HYMN CXCV. 
The Forerunner. Heb. vi. 20. 


t Far, far beyond theſe lower ſkies, 
Up to the glories all his own, 
Where we, by faith, lift up our eyes, 
There Jesvs, our “ Forerunner's” gone. 


2 Amidſt the ſhining hoſts above, 
Where his bleſs'd ſmile new pleaſure gives, 
Where all is wonder, joy, and love, 
There JEsus, our Forerunner, lives. 


3 High on his throne of heavenly light 
Eternal glories he ſuſtains, 
While ſaints and angels bleſs the ſight ; 


There Jesus, our Forerunner, reigns. 


4 There, while his courſe he ever runs, 
Glory his radiant crown intwines; 
And brighter than ten thouſand ſuns 
There Jesvs, our Forerunner, ſhines. 


5 He lives, ſalvation to impart 
From ſin, and Satan's curſed wiles, 
With love eternal in his heart, 
There Jesvs, our Forerunner, ſmiles, 
6 Before his heavenly Father's face 
For every faint he intercedes, 
And, with infallible ſucceſs, + 
There Jzsvs, our Forerunner, pleads. 


M * But, 
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7 But, O, 'tis this completes the whole, 


And all its bliſs and glory proves: 
That, while eternal ages roll, 
There Jesvs, our Forerunner, loves. 


8 We ſhall, when we in heaven appear, 


His praiſes ſing, his wonders te!l ; 
And, with our great Forerunner, there 


For ever, yes, for ever dwell, 


HYMN CXCVI. 


To Jesvs Currsr. 


m O, XT EANAL, bleſſed Spirit! 


Now prepare our ſouls to ſing; 
Ye, who know the Saviour's merit, 
Now to him your praiſes bring : 
Gladly {ing Emanuel's glory, 
Loudly ſound his name on high; 
Sing, with all his love before ye, 
Till your ſongs aſcend the ſky. 


2 As Jehovah, now adore him, 


God the Saviour and the Son; 
None in heaven is before him, 
There our triune God is one: 
All the hoſts above are ſinging 
Equal honours to his name ; 
Them we join, in gladly bringing 
Our hoſannas to his fame. 


3 From his bright celeſtial manſion | 


Down to earth he took his way; 


2 | 5 Mortals, 
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Mortals, ſing his condeſcenſion, 
How he cloth'd himſelf in clay: 
Now with faith and love confeſs kim, 
Who difplay'd ſalvation thus; 

And in ſongs for ever bleſs him 
As * Emanuel, God with us.” 


4 Yes, with holy joy and wonder, 

We his glorious deeds rehearſe, 
Who, by dying, ſtill'd the thunder 
Of the law's tremendous curſe : 

He who once on earth was bleeding, 
-Faſt'ned to th' accurſed tree, 

Lives in heaven, interceding 

For ſuck worms as you and me. 


5 Glory, honour, praiſe, and pow'r 
To the Lamb be ever paid; 

Let new bleſſings every hour 
Reſt on his adored head 

Thus, on earth, we liſp the ſtory 
Of his vaſt, immortal love, 

Till we tune our harps in glory, 
And his praiſes ſing, above. 
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A HYMN CXCVIL 
The Lord will appear. Lev. ix. 4. 


Mx foul, Lord, inflame 
With zeal from above, 
Thy praiſe to proclaim, 
And ſing of thy love ; 
Me To 


* 
* 


1 * I 
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To lift up my voice in 


Thankſgiving ſincere, 
This truth to rejoice in: 


The Lord will appear.” 


How joyful this ſound, 

While daily I find, 
Afflictions abound 

In body and mind ! 
It oft has afforded 

Relief from my fear, 


To find it recorded, 


'T hc Lord will appear. 


I have, as I ſeem, 


When left in the dark, 
Of light not a beam, 
Of love not a ſpark ; 


And, tho? thus in pain for 


An evidence clear, 
I ſha' n't wait in vain, for 5 
The Lord will appear. 


A warfare I find 
Without and within, 


With legions combiu'd, 


Wo rlo, Satan, 400 ſin: 


| Tho! ſore they annoy me, 


L *t] ve of good cheer 
They ſhall not deſtroy me, 
The Lord will appear. 
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5 Oft 
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Oft Satan ſuggeſts 
« He's {ure I'm decciv'd,”” 
And that I in Chriſt 
Have never believ'd; 
Then throws darts of fire, 
To make me deſpair 
But, O, he's a liar ! | 
The Lord will appear. 1 . 


That creatures are vain 
However belov'd, 
This truth, to my pain, 
I've oftentimes prov'd; 
For tho? they oft leave me 
When dangers are ncar, 
This word don't deceive me: 
"The Lord will appear. 


Tho? helpleſs, and poor, 
W And far from relief; 
Tho' wounded and fore, 
And filled with grief; 
In all tribulation 
Myſelf I refer 
To this declaration : 
The Lord will appear. 


My fears ſometimes ſay, 
I never tha!] find, 
In death's awful day, 
* "True peace in my mind; 


NM. 3 Zut, 
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But, tho? thus ſurrounded, 
Vet, when I come there, 
I ſha' n't be confounded, 
The Lord will appear, 


9 My duſt he will raiſe, 
And glory he Il give, 
And I, to his praiſe, 
In heaven ſhall live; 
There he will deliver 
My ſoul from all fear, 
And to me, for ever, 


The Lord will appear. 


HYMN CXCVIIL. 
I give myſelf 1405 Prayer. Pſalm, cix. 4. 


1 Jesus, my pattern and my guide, 
J. et me at thy dear feet abide, 
And on thee caſt my every care, | 
And daily “ give myſelf to prayer.” | 
2 While I'm a ſojourner below, | 
Where, deareſt Lord, where can I go 


But to thy throne? and worſhip there, 
And daily give myſelf to prayer. 

3 Yes, at thy fooſtool, Lord, I II wait, 
And tell thee all my mournful ſtate; 


My firs, and wants, and fears declare, 
And daily give myſelf to prayer. 


4 Tho- 
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4 Tho' Satan rages at my ſoul, 
And thund'ring tempeſts o'er me roll, 
To ſeek thee, Lord, I can't forbear, 
But till I give myſelf to prayer. 


5 Still, in the ſtrength of ſovereign grace 
I'll wait, and ſeek my Saviour's face; 
Soon I a glorious crown ſhall ſhare, 
Till then, I'll give myſelf to prayer. 


HYMN cxcix. 1 


. 


T aw in the Way a Light from Heaven, above the Bright- | 
neſs of the Sun. Acts, xxvi. 13. 


1 As Saul, the perſecutor, rag'd, 
And madly to Damaſcus run, 
A light from heaven his wrath afſuag'd, 
« Above the brightneſs of the ſun.” 


2 O'erwhelm'd, aftoniſh'd, and renew'd, 
« Saviour |” he cry'd, © thy will be done; 
Thus jn this light was mercy ſhew'd, 
Above the brightneſs of the ſun. 
3 Thus the Redeemer till diſplays 
His glories to each ſaved one, 
Conquers his foes by ſhining grace, 
Above the brightneſs of the ſun. 
4 There he his glorious name reveals, 
And owns the conqueſts he has won; 


A light the ſoul then ſees and feels, 
Above the brightneſs of the ſun, 


M4 5s To 
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5 To comfort, ſanctify, and bleſs, 
To perfect what he has begun, 

- Jesvs increaſing light diſplays, 
Above the brightneſs of the ſun. 


6 When they reſign their mortal breath, 
And their terreſtrial race is run, 
A light ſhall ſhine from heav'n, in death, 
Above the brightneſs of the ſun. 


7 And when they've reach'd the heavenly goal, 
* And all their work below is done, 
The ſight of heaven ſhall fill each ſoul, 
Above the brightneſs of the ſun, 


HYMN CC. 


| At thy Right Hand there are Pleaſures for evermore, 
x. Plum: xvi. 11. 


1 Fo x ever be thy name ador'd, 
Thou God of Love and Power! 
Who haſt for all thy ſaints prepar'd 
« Pleaſures for evermore.” 


2 While here within thy courts we ſtand, 
And celebrate thy praiſe, | 
Kindly ſend down, from thy right hand, f 
The pleaſures of thy grace. | 


3 While pafling thro” this deſert land, 
O may we ſweetly prove, 
That thou *lt ſend dow, from thy right d. 
The pleaſures of thy love. 


4 O make 
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4 O make us wiſe, to underſtand 
Thy holy will, O Lord! 
And on us ſend, from thy right hand, 
The pleaſures of thy Word, 


5 Thy loving kindneſs, Lord, command, 
Nor let our praiſes ceaſe; 
But O ſend down, from thy right hand, 
The pleaſures of thy peace. 


6 Well may thy love our praiſe demand, 
And call us to adore, 


Till we enjoy, at thy tight hand, 
Pleaſures for evermore. 


7 May we, at laſt, before thee ſtand 
On the celeſtial ſhore, 

And there enjoy, at thy right hand, 
Pleaſures for evermore. 


HYMN CCI. 
Goliah's Sword ſpiritualized. x Sam. xxi. 9. 


i GREAT God! I bleſs thee for thy Word, 
The ſpirit's ſharp and powerful “ ſword ;”? 
Its vaſt importance now 1 ſee, 
And humbly pray, “ Lord, give it me! b 


2 My inbred luſts and ſins to ſlay, 
On drive thoſe potent foes away, 
Or make vile unbelief to flec, 
There 's none like that: Lord, give it me! 


M 5 3 My 
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3 My ſoul and body to defend, 


And guard me to my journcy's end, 
Honour and ornament to be, 
There's none like that: Lord, give it me! 


4 To combat all the powers of hell, 
And all the rage and malice quell, 
To make the prince of darkneſs flee, 
There 's none like that: Lord, give it me! 


5 My feeble, helplefs ſoul to fave, 
And make me triuinph o'er the grave, 
From every fear to ſet me free, 
There 's none like chat: Lord, give it me! 


6 To bring me ſafe to heaven above, 
Rejoicing in eternal love, 
For ever there thy face to ſee, 
There 's none like that: Lord, give it me 


7 Thus David aſk'd Goliah's ſword, 
And thus, lik him, I aſk thy Word; 
Girt to my heart, O may it be; | 
| There's none he, Lord, give it me! 


HYMN CCN. | 


When he hath tried me, I ſhall come forth as Gold. 
Job, xxiii. 10. 


1 W. TH joy let each afflicted ſaint 
This cheering truth behold: 
That, when he's try'd, he ſhall not faint, 
But © ſhall come forth as gold.“ 


2 This 
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2 This privilege, dear Lord, I claim, 
Nor am 1 here too bold, 


That from the trying, fiery flame 
I may come forth as gold. 


3 What tho' the furnace burns on high, 
Still to this truth 1 II hold: 
'Tis but deſign'd my ſoul to try, 
I ſhall come forth as gold. 
4 Herein his wiſdom and his love 
Will God to me unfold, 
And, from the furnace, I ſhall prove, 
He'll bring me forth as gold. 
5 He'll kindly thus conſume my droſs, 
So in his Word I'm told; 
Nor can I ſuffer real loſs, : 
But ſhall come forth as gold. 


6 Thus he'll conform me to his Word, 
And caſt me in that mould ; | 
And, thro* the goodneſs of my Lord, 
7 Thus will I ſing his praiſes here, 
Whoſe mercies are of old; 


And, when in glory I appear, 
I ſhall come forth as gold. 


M 
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| „„ 
13 HYMN co. 
| 1 am Alpha and Omega, the Beginning and the End: 


J will give unto him that is athürſt, of the Fountain os ; 
the Water of Life, freely. Rev. xxi. 6. 


1 O wn a T amazing words of grace 
Are in the Goſpel found! | 

Suited to every finner's caſe, + 

Who knows the joyful ſound. 


2 Here Jesvs calls, and he's a true, 
A kind, a faithful friend; 
He's Alpha and Omega too, 
Beginning and the end.“ 


) 


3 Come, then, with all your wants and wounds, 
Your every burden bring; 
Here love, eternal love, abounds, © 
A deep, celeſtial ſpring. 


4 Whoever thirſts,” O, gracious word! 
: &« Shall of this ſtream partake ;*? 
1 Come, thirſty ſouls, and bleſs the Lord, 
| And drink, for Jesus' ſake. | 


5 This ſpring with living waters flows, 
And living joy imparts 
Come, thirſty ſouls, your wants diſcloſe, 
And drink wi h thankful hearts. 


6 To ſinners poor, like. me and you, 
le ſaich, he'll © freely give” 
Come, thirſty ſouls, and prove it true ; 
Drink, and for ever live, 
* 
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HYMN Cclv. 


Shall we not much rather be in Subjection to the Father 
| of Spirits, and live? 


1 Ox God, as our all 
Below and above, 
Here humbly we call, 


And ſing of his love; 
*Tis he who inherits 

All glories divine, 
The Father of ſpirits, © 

Of angels, and men. 


2. Lord, point out the way, 
In which we ſhould go 
Thy kindneſs diſplay, 
Thy bleſſing beſtow ; 
Thy gracious direction 
To each of us give, 
That we in ſubjection 1 
Unto thee may live, 
3 If thou ſhalt ſee good 
Upon us to lay | D 
Thy fatherly rod, 
By night, or by day, : 
This needful correction 


O may we receive, 
That we in ſubjection 
Dnto thee may live. 


4 If 
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4 If from us thou hide Iv 

Thy face for awhile, 
We'll in thee confide, 

And cleave to thee ſtill z 
Nor ſhall this affliction 

Our ſouls e'er deceive, 
While ſtill in ſubjection 
Unto thee we live, 


9 


5 Tho' working within 
Still, daily, we find 
Corruption and ſin, 
- Of body and mind, 
This loathſome infection 
At death ſhall remove, 
And we in ſubjection 
Unto thee ſhall live, 


6 In life, and in death | 

Thy preſence impart, 

To ſtrengthen our faith, 
And Comfort each heart; 

And when to perfection 
At laſt we arrive, 

To thee in ſubjection | 
We ever ſhall live, A 
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HYMN CCV. 


For if we believe that Jxsus died, and roſe again, even ſo 
them alſo which Sleep in Its us will God mug with 
him. 1 Theſl. iv. 14. 


1 No, let us never mourn for'thoſe, 
« Who fleep in IEs's“ arms; 
There they are freed from fins and woes, 
And all life's fears and ſtorms. 


2 Sweet, happy, bleſſed ſleep indeed! 
How ſafe and how ſecure | 
From all their ſuff rings they are freed, 
And freed for evermore, 


3 Do we believe that IE Sus dy'd, 
And roſe to life again? 
Then les our murm'ring thoughts ſubſide, 
Nor let us once complain. 
4 They've reach'd their bright and bleſs'd abodg 
And ſing for ever there ; | 
And, in the preſence of their God, 
Triumphant they appear, 
5 What tho? their bodies, now entomb'd, 
Are mould'ring into duſt, 
A dying Jesus has perfum'd 
The graves of all the juſt, 


6 Ere long the tomb ſhall yield its prey, 
When each believer here 
With Jesvs, on that joyful day, 
All glorious ſhall appear. 


7 Then, 


a us oe <A 
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7 Then, with his ſaints, O may we ſtand 
Before his face, with joy ; - 


And, when in heaven, at his right hand, 
His praiſe be our employ. 


HYMN CCVvI. 


Precious Faith. 2 Pet. i 1. 


1 Jxsus, my hope, while here below, 


My all, in life and death, 
Thou only canſt on me beſtow 
The gift of © precious faith.“ 
2 All that I need thou haſt to give, 
For ſo thy promiſe faith ; 


Then grant me, Lord, on thee to live 
A life of precious faith. 


3 Tho' ſears and ſnares, by day and night, 


„Still wait around my path; 


Lord, give me ſkill and ftrength, to fight 


The ſight of precious faith. 


4 In all the ſtorms I meet with here, 
From men and devils* wrath ; 
Still help me, Lord, to perſevere, 
And walk by precious faith, 


5 Help me to know and love thy Word, 


And hve upon thy truth; 
And let each preciuus promiſe, Lord, 
Be mine by precious faith. 


6 Nor 
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6 Nor ſhall I be by thee forgot, 
When l yield up my breath; 
Then ſhall it be my happy lot,, 

To die in precious faith, 


7 And when in glory I appear 
Triumphant over dean 
Then ſhall I, Lord, for'eyer, there, 
Bleis thee for. precious faith. - 


HYMN vn. 
. In me ye mall have Peaco. 


1 VI ſaints, attend the Saviour! s voice, 
Spoke in his Word of grace; 
He ſays, and in it O rejoice! 
In me ye ſhall have peace,” 


2 Tho' ſtorms and tempeſts round you roar, l 
And foes and fears increaſe; | 
He ſays, and what could he fay more ? 
In me ye ſhall have peace, 


3 What tho' afflictions ſtill abound, 
Nor do temptations ceaſe; | 
He ſays, and O, how ſweet the found ! 
In me ye ſhall have peace. 


4 What tho' your hearts with ſorrow bleed, 
And ſighs and tears increaſe ; 

He ſays, and O, ?tis true indeed! 
In me ye ſhall have peace. 


5 What 
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5 What tho' corruptions dwell within, 
Nor does the conflict ceaſe ;. 
He ſays, in ſpite of hell and fin, 
In mè ye ſhall have peace. 


6 Tho? you ſhall paſs thro? death's cold flood, 
To gain your wiſh'd releaſe; 
He ſays, and ſure he'll make it good, 
In me ye ſhall have peace. 
7 When you his face in glory view, 
Where joy can ne'er decreaſe ; 
Eternity ſhall prove it true, 
In him ye ſhall have peace. 


HYMN CCvin. 
"Tis all for the beſt. 


1 My ſou), now ariſe, : 
My paſſions, take wing, 
Look up to the ſkies, 
And cheerfully ſing; 
Let God be the object 
In praiſes addreſs'd, 
And this be my ſubject: 
«Ts all for the beft. 12 


2 Search all the world thro', 
Examine and ſee, 
And what canſt thou view 
More ſuited to thee, 
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Than this declaration 

In ſcripture expreB'd, 
That God, thy ſalvation, 

* Does all for the beſt? 


Tho! here, day by day, 
His love ſhall ſee good, 
Upon thee to lay 
His fatherly rod; 
Yet be not dejected, 
However oppreſs'd ; 
Tho ſorely afflicted, | | | 
| 'Tis all for the beſt. 


On creatures below 
'n not ſet my heart, 
For ſurely I know 
We ſhortly mult part; 
For tho', when God gives them, 
His name's to be bleſs'd, 
Yet, when he removes them, 
'Tis all for the beſt. 


The beams of his grace 
Are paſling all worth; 
The ſmiles of his face 
Are heaven on carth ; 
When to me he ſhews them, 
What joy fills my breaſt ! 
And, when he withdraws them, 
"Tis all for the beſt, 


6 When. 


1 
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6 When conflicts begin 


From varicus parts, 
And Satan throws in 

His fiery darts, 
And tho” often ſorely 

My toul he'll moleſt, 
Yet this I know ſurely, 

*I'is all for the beſt, 


7 And thus thro' the whole 
I meet with while here, 
I'll comfort my ſoul, | 
And ſilence my fear ; 
In hoping and praying 
Ere long to be bleſt, 
In thinking, and ſaying, 
« Tis all for the beſt,” 
8 But O, the bleſt day! 
| And ſoon 'twill ariſe, | : 
When, freed from my clay, 
I'll mount to the ſkies ; 
Then ſhall I recover 
My heavenly reſt, 
And there ſing, for ever, 
«is all for the beſt. 2 
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HYMN CCIX. | 
I, even I am he that comforteth you. Ia. li. 12. 


1 I's God let all his ſaints rejoice, 
- With thankful heart, and cheerful voice 
„Thus 
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Thus faith his Word, ſo kind, fo true! 
&« J, even I, will comfort you.” 


2 Sweet words! O let us bleſs his name, 
And joyful all his praiſe proclaimz 
Theſe words ſhall | foes and fears ſubdue: 
I, even I, will comfort you. 


3 Are you in darkneſs and diſtreſs ? 
Does Satan roar, and break your peace ? 
Fear not, but ſtill this truth review: 
I, even I, will comfort you. 


4 Do ſore afflictions on you lay, 
And pungent ſorrows, day by day? 
Look to this word, *twill bear you thro? : 
I, even I, will comfort you. 


5 If death in gloomy form appear, 
And overwhelm your ſouls with fear, 
Let this ſweet word your faith renew: 

I, even I, will comfort you. 


6 Thus, while you ſojourn here below 


As pilgrims, in this world of woe, 
Make this your ſong the; Journey thro” : 
I, even I, will comfort you. 


7 And when each happy ſoul attains 
That bliſsful Rate, where glory reigns, 
This ſong ſhall all his power employ ; 
« God is my comfort and my joy.“ 
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HYMN CCX, 
Fellowſhip with God. 1 Cor. i. g. 


1 From all that's mortal, all that's vain, 
And from this earthly clod, 
Ariſe, my ſoul ! and ſtrive to gain 


Sweet © fellowſhip with God.” 


2 Say, what is there beneath the ſkies, 
In all the paths thou'ſt trod, 
Can ſuit thy wiſhes or thy joys, 
Like fellowſhip with God ? 


3 Not life, nor all the toys of art, 
Nor pleaſure's flow'ry road, 
Can to my ſoul ſuch bliſs impart, 
As fellowſhip with God, 


4 Not health, nor friendſhip here below, 
Nor wealth, that golden load, 
Can ſuch delight or comfort ſhow, 
As fellowſhip with God. 


5 When I am made, in love, to bear 
Affliction's needful rod, 
Light, ſweet, and kind, the ſtrokes appear, 
Thro' fellowſhip with God! 


6 In fierce temptation's fiery blaſts, 
Or dark deſertion's road, 
I'm happy, if I can but taſte 
Some fellowſhip with God. 
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7 So, when the icy hand of death 
Shall chill my flowing blood, , 
With joy I'll yield my lateſt breath, 
In fellowſhip with God. 


8 When I, at laſt, to heaven aſcend, 
And gain my bleſs'd abode, 
There an eternity I'll ſpend 
In fellowſhip with God. 


HYMN CCXL, 
Bleſſed be his glorious Name for ever. Pſalm Ixxii. 19, 
I DAR Jesvs, to thee 
We lift up our voice; 
O now ſet us free, 
In thee to rejoice : 
Here let each believer 
Thy praiſes proclaim, 
In bleſſing for ever 
Thy glorious name. 


2 Tis Jesus, who lives, 

All grace to impart; 
Tis JEsvs, who gives 

New life to the heart; 
Tis Jxsus delivers, 

Reſtores, and redeems; 
And bleſs'd be for ever 

His glorious name. 
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Tis jesus, who ſeeks 
The periſhing ſoul; 
"Tis JesUs, who ſpeaks, | 


And ſtraight *tis made whole; 


*Tis Jesus recovers | 
The wither'd and lame ; 'P 
And bleſs'd be for ever 


WI 
His glorious name. 


"Tis Jesus, who guides 
His ſaints by the way; 
*Tis JEsus provides 
Supplies for the day; 
"Tis JesUs moreover 
Supports their whole frame; 
And bleſs'd be for ever 
His glorious name. 


Tis Jesus defends . 

The whole of his flock 1 1 
Tis JExsus, who ſtandss 

More firm than a rock 1 
'Tis Jesvs fails never, 

He 's always the ſame; 
And bleſs'd be for ever 


His glorious name. 
. en er l 


'Tis Jtsvs, who reigns: |. ' | 
In glory above; :. 

'Tis Jzs8Us remains 

Unchang'd in his love $ 


— 
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*Tis JEsus the Saviour 
We joyful proclaim, 

And bleſs'd be for ever 
His glorious name. 


7 Thus while we are here, 

And long for the ſky, 
And when we appear 

With Jesus on high, 

We'll ſing of his favour 
With heavenly flame, 

C And there bleſs for ever 

His glorious name. 


* 


8 . 
, HYMN CCXII. 


Who can tell? Jonah, iii. . 


1 Low in the duſt before thy throne, 
Great God! my miſery I own; 
Tho? by my fins deſerving hell, 

I '11 not deſpair, for © who can tell?“ 


2 By nature, and by practice too, 
My fin and wretchedneſs I view; 
From all my glory I have fell, 
Yet ſtill 191] hope, for who can tell? 


3 My time is ſhort, my wants are great, 

Fet on thee, Lord, I'll humbly wait; 
Thy love muſt every thought excel, 
How ſweet the theme ! but who can tell! 


N 4 I bleſt 


( 266 ) 


4 I bleſs his name, he grants me ſpace, 
To mourn for (in, to beg for grace; 
Dear Lord, my guilty fears diſpel, 
On thee I wait, and, who can tell? 


5 Thy grace is rich, and large, and free, 
Reveal'd to ſinners ſuch as me; 
If Chriſt be mine, all will be well, 
For ever ſo, and, who can tell? 


6 How great the work by Jesvs wrought | 
How ſweet the truths by Jesvs taught ! 
He ſurely has done all things well, 

But, O his glories who can tell? - 


7 Curſt unbelief will often rage, 
And Satan's wrath my ſoul engage; 
Fain would they drag me down 10 hell, 
But Chriſt is Lord, and, who can tell? 


8 I bleſs his name, that time will come, 
When all his ſaints he'll gather home; 
With him and them there ſhall dwell, 
But what is heaven ? Lord, who can tell? 


HYMN CCXII. 

The Sower. Matt. iii. 3. 
1 Jesus, thou Teacher all divine! 
In thee the brighteſt glories ſhine ; 


Thy name for ever be ador'd, 
For all the bleſſings of thy Word. 


2 How 
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2 How condeſcending, and how kind, 
To teach the ignorant and blind 
Truths ſo important, and ſo dear, 
In language caſy, plain, and clear ! 


3 Thy miniſters the ſowers are, 
Thy Word the ſeed, and fouls their care; 
How great the work! how vaſt the charge! 
But thy ſupports are free and large. 


4 Well may they tremble, when they ſee 
What numbers way- ſide hearers be 
They hear the Word from day to day, 
But Satan takes the ſeed away. 


5 How many here on ſtony ground, 
Where living fruit is never found ! 
Their hearts were never broke for ſin, 
Nor did the Word take root within, 


6 Others there are, who hear, indeed, 
But thorns and briars choke the ſeed; 
Riches, and pleaſures, cares, and fears 
Deſtroy it all, no fruit appears. 


7 A happy few the Word receive, 
Its doctrines love, its truths believe; 
Seal'd to their ſouls by power divine, 
In all the fruits of grace they ſhine. 


8 Dear Lord, in this important hour 
Set home thy Word, with mighty power ; 
Make way- ſide hearers turn to thee, 
And ſtany hearts their danger ſee, 


N22 9 Tear 


( 268 ) 


9 Tear from the worldling” s heart the thorns, 
Before his ſoul in Tophet burns; 
And let thy ſaints, who love thy Word, 
Bear fruit, and praiſe their glorious Lord. 


HYMN CCXIV. 
Religion. 


1 THEE will we praiſe, Eternal King, 
Thou God of gods ſupreme ! 
And, while with holy awe we ing, 

Religion be our theme. 


2 Religion, ſoul-reviving ſound |! 
Makes drooping hearts rejoice 
Where ſhall the happy man be found, 
Who makes it all his choice ? 


3 Religion ! who the bleſſing finds? 
How little is it known! 
The glory of immortal minds, 
Yet thouſands it diſown: 


4 Religion ! O, how oft abus'd 
By i ignorance and pride! 

Its ſweet inviting voice refus'd 
And wimpled on beſide, 


5 Religion ! O, the heavenly power, 
When in the heart it reigns |! 

The living and the dying hour 
It comforts and ſuſtains, 


6 Religion, 
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6 Religion ! *tis the greateſt good, 
When pure and undefil'd; 
By it poor finners are to God 
Subdu'd and reconcil'd. 


7 Religion ſmooths life's rugged way, 
And makes the bitter ſweet ; 
And will, in heaven's eternal day, 
Be glorious and complete. 


8 Let worldlings boaſt their golden ſtore, 
And mighty men their powers ; 
We aſk ſuch empty joys no more, 
Be true Religion ours, 


HYMN CCXV. 


Chriſt the Plant of Renown. Ezek. xxxiv. 29. 


9 Ar praiſe to the Lord, 
Whole infinite love, 
Revcal'd in his Word, 
He gives us to prove; 
While here we addreſs him 
In ſongs to his throne, 
For Jesus we bleſs him, 
The “ Plant of renown.” 


2 All beauties divine, 
Rich glories, and grace 
Reſplendently ſhine 
And ſmile in his face; 


N 3 


Our 
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Our conquering Saviour 
Is worthy the crown, 

And reigning for ever, 
The Plant of renown. 


How cooling his ſhade, 
How wholeſome his fruit, 
Extenſive his ſpread, 

And fixed his root ! 
Beneath him with pleaſure 
His people ſit down, 
And boaſt him their treaſure, 
T heir Plant of renown, 


Let powers of hell 
Their malice employ, 
His name to expel, 
His ſaints to anney : 
At once they all periſh, 
If on them he frown; 
But he ſtill ſhall flouriſh, 
The Plant of renown. 


Nor angel, nor man, 
Below nor above, 
Concerted this plan 
Of wiſdom and love; 

In heaven 'twas ſealed, 
Jehovah alone 

Rais'd up and revealed 
This Plant of renown. 


6 Dear 
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6 Dear Lord, for each heart 
A bleſſiug prepare, 
And kindly impart; 
That while thy ſaints are 
Thy beauties exploring, 
Thy foes may bow down, 
And join in adoring 
The Plant of renown. 


HYMN CCXVI. 
Make thy Face to ſhine upon thy Servant. 
Plalm xxxi. 16. 
1 Exncouvrac'o by thy gracious Word, 
Behold I cry unto thee, Lord ; 
Twas David's pray'r, and now 'tis mine, 
« Upon me make thy face to ſhine.” 


2 Nor ſun, nor moon, nor all the ſtars 
Can e'er diſpel my clouds and fears; 
Grant, Lord, a look of love divine, 

And on me make thy face to ſhine, 


3 Let me, thy poor weak ſervant, claim 
An intereſt in thy glorious name; 
My father, maſter, all divine! 

Upon me make thy face to ſhine. 


4 Often dejected, low, and poor, 
I figh my heart-felt ſorrows o'er z 
No light can reach my ſoul, but thine ; 
O, on me make thy face to ſhine, 


5 Thro' all my pilgrimage below 
Thy gracious preſence, Lord, beſtow ; 
N 4 No 
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No ſoul can need it more than mine; 
O, on me make thy face to ſhine. 


6 Nor leſs, in death's important hour, 
Grant me thy preſence and thy pow'r 
That, when I ſhall my ſoul reſign, 
Thy face upon me, Lord, may ſhine. 


7 Then, when I've reach'd my bliſsful home, 
Where fear and darkneſs never come 
In beams all glorious and divine, 
Thy face ſhall ever on me ſhine, 


7 HYMN CCXVII, 


God be merciful to me, a Sinner, Luke, xvili, 13. 


1 Hear, gracious God!] a ſinner's cry, 
For have nowhere elfe to fly; | 
My hope, my only hope's in thee, 

«K O God, be merciful to me!“ 


2 To thee 1 come, a inner poor, 
And wait for mercy at thy door; 
Indeed, I've nowhere elſe to flec ; 
O God, be merciful to me | 


3 To thee I come, a ſinner weak, 
And ſcarce know how to pray or ſpeak ; 
From fear and weakneſs ſet me free; 
O God, be merciful to me! 


4 To thee I come, a ſinner vile 


Upon me, Lord, vouchſafe to ſmile ; 
_ Mercy 
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Mercy alone I make my plea ; 
O God, be merciful to me! 


5 To thee I come, a ſinner great, 


And well thou knoweſt all my ſtate; 
Yet full forgiveneſs is with thee; 
O God, be merciful to me 


6 To thee I come, a ſinner lolt, 


* 


7 To glory bring me, Lord, at laſt; 


Nor have I aught wherein to truſt; 
But where thou art, Lord, I would be; 
O God, be merciful to me! 


And there, when all my fears are paſt, 
With all the ſaints Ii! then agree 
God has been merciful to me. 


HY MN CCXVII.. 


There the Wicked ceaſe, &c. Job, ili. 17. 


1 DEATH and the grave are doleſul themes, 


For ſinful mortal worms to ſing, 
Except a Saviour's ſweeter bene 
Diſpel the gloom, and touch the ſtring. 


2 Death, awful ſound! the fruit of ſin, 


Cuiſe and diſhonour of our race, 
Who, except Jesus fmiles within, 
Can look the monſter in the face ? 


3 Yet, deareſt Lord! when view'd in thee, 


The monſter loſes all his dicad z 
There all his frightful horrors flee, 
And joy ſurrounds a dying bed. 


N 4 lune 
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4 Jesus, the mighty Saviour, lives, 
And he has conquet'd death and hell; 
This truth ſubſtantial comfort gives, 
And dying ſaints can ſing, “tis well.“ 


5 This makes the grave a favour'd ſpot, 
To ſaints its deepeſt gloom is blefs'd ; 
For “ there the wicked trouble not, 
And there the weary are at reſt.” 


6 Saints in their graves lie down in peace, 
No more by lin or hell oppre(s'd ; 
The wicked there from troubling ceaſe, 
And there the weary are at reſt. 


7 At reſt in Jesvs faithful arms, 
At reſt, as in a peaceful bed ; 
Secure from all the dreadful ſtorms, 
Which round this finful world are ſpread. 


8 Thrice happy ſouls, who're gone before 
To that inheritance divine! 
They labour, ſorrow, ſigh no more, 
But bright in endleſs glory ſhine, 


9 Then let our mournful tears be dry, 
Or in a gentle meaſure flow ; 
We hail them happy in the (ky, 
And joyful wait our call to go. 


10 There thall we Join the bliſsful throng, 


And meet our pious friends, ig! z 
And all eternity along 


To ae ling, aud. with nas reig 
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HYMN CCXIX 


My Preſence ſhall go with thee, and I will give 
thee Reſt. Exodus, xxxiii. 14. 


1 Tuus to each faint, while here below, 
Has God his love expreſt: 
« My preſence ſtill ſhall with thee go, 
And 1 will give thee reſt.” 


2 This, as thy | comfort, thou ſhalt know, 
The ſweeteſt, and' the beſt: 
My preſence ſtill ſhall with thee go, 
And I will give thee reſt, 


3 Tho” with affliction's ſwelling tide. 
Thou ſorely art oppreſs'd, 
My, preſence ſhall with thee "abide, 
And I will give thee reſts 


4 Tho? fierce temptations round thee low, 
And ſears thy ſoul inveſt; 
Still ſhall my preſence with ——_ 
And I will give thee reſt. 


5 Thro! all thy pilgrimage below, 
Thou ſurely ſhalt be bleſs djs; 
Thus ſhall my preſence With thee 20, 43K 


And 1 will give thee reſrt. 
6 When death, to call thee, N en 
Still lean upon my breaſt; 


My preſence ſhall ſupport hes TOY 
And I wih give thee reſt, * 


N 6 7 Then 
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7 Then let his praiſe be our employ, 
Till we're of heav'n pe ſſeſs'd; 
His preſence there ſhal! we enjoy, 
And there he'!! give us ret, 


HYMN CCXX. 


For the Mountains {tl depart, and the Hills be re- 
moved, but my kindnelſs ſhall not depart from 
thee; neither ſhall the Covenant of my Peace be 
removed, ſaith the Lord, that hath Mercy on thee, 
Ifauah, liv. 10. 


1 My foul, wich pleaſure now attend 
Jehovah's g gracious voice 
In him, thy father, and thy friend, 
| Unfeignedly rejoice. 


2 Yes, tis his promiſe that declares 
The kindneſs of his heart, 
Which, notwithſtanding all thy fears, 
Shall ne'er from him depart, 


3 What kindneſs this to one like me, 
So wretched, vile, and poor! 
Kindneſs, ſo ſovereign, and ſo free, 
For ever I'll adore. 


4 Yes, ſuch his rich, his glorious grace, 
To all whom he has lov'd, 


He ſays, „the cov'nant of his peace, 
Shall never be remoy'd,” 


5 Bleſs'd 
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5 Bleſs'd Cov'nant! here my ſoul relies, 
With all my wants and woes 
From hence alone I fetch ſupplies, 

To conquer fears and foes. 


6 Here then I'il fix my ſtedfaſt faith, 
And here my comfort ice; 
Since 'tis the Lord Jehovah ſaith 

He mercy hath on thee.”” 


7 Let me in heav'n enjoy thy love, 
And there, with raptures ſtrong, 
Thy kindneſs, and thy cov'nant prove 
My everlaſting ſong. 


HYM N CCXXI 


He that overcometh ſhall inherit all Things, and I will 
be his God, and he ſhall be my Son. Rev. xxl. 7. 


1 I n v praiſe, my Saviour, God, and King, 
My foul with joy aſſumes ; 
While I the various bleſſings ling 
Of him that overcomes. 


2 « He ſhall inherit, and ſhall prove 
All things that I have done; 
And I will be his God of love, 
And he ſhall be my ſon.” 


3 He ſhall be ſtrengthen'd day by day, 
His heaven]y race to run 
I Il be his God thro! all the way, 


And he ſhall be my ſon, 
Fo. 4 His 
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4 His ev'ry want ſhall be ſupply'd 


From me, and me alone ; 
I'll be his God, whate'er betide, 
And he ſhall be my ſon. 


5 O'er all his foes he ſhall prevail, 
And vict'ry ſhall be won; 
I'll be his God, nor ſhall he fail, 
And he ſhall be my ſon. 


6 Him for myſelf will I prepare, 
And ſeat him on my throne ; 
I'll be his God for ever there, 
And he ſhall be my ſon. 


7 Thus will I perfect by my pow'r 
What in him I *ve begun; 
I' be his God for evermore, 
And he ſhall be my ſon, 


/ 


, HYMN CCXXIL 


Fe ſtill, and know that I am God. Pſalm xlvi. 10. 


1 LET me, thou ſov'reign Lord of all, 
Low at thy footſtool humbly fall; 

And, while I feel affliction's rod, = 
« Be till, and know that thou art God.“ 


2 When, or wherever thou ſhalt ſmite, 
I'll own thee kind, I'll own thee right; 
And underneath the heavieſt load 

| Be (till, and know that thou art God. 


2 8 Doſt 
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3 Doſt thou my earthly comforts ſlay, 
And take beloved ones away, 
Yet will my ſoul revere thy rod, 
Be ſtill, and know that thou art God, 


4 Then be my trials great or ſmall, 
There's ſure a needs-be for them al; 
Thus then thy dealings I'll applaud, 
Be ſtill, and know that thou art God. 


5 Let me not murmur, nor repine 
Under theſe trying ſtrokes of thine z 
Bur, while I walk the mournful road, 
Be ſtill, and know that thou art God, 


6 Still let this truth ſupport my mind : 
Thou can'ſt not err, nor be unkind ; 
And thus may I improve the rod, 
Be till, and know that thou art God, 


7 Thy love thou'lt make in heav'n appear, 
In all I've borne, or ſuffer'd here; 
Let me, till brought to that abode, 
Be ſtill, and know that thou art God. 


8 There, when my happy ſoul ſhall riſe 
To joys, and Jesvs in the ſkies, 
I ſhall, as ranſom'd by his blood, 
For ever ſang, thou art my God.“ 


N \ * 
3 


* 
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HYMN CCXXIH. 


Thou art my God, and I will praiſe tee. 
Pſalm cxviii, 28. 


1 Ererxal Sovereign, Lord of all! 
Proſtrate before thy throne I fall 
While here my claim and ſong I raiſe, 
« Thou art my God, and thee T'll praiſe,” 


2 Hence all my comfort, ſafety, peace, 

And all thoſe joys, which never ceaſe 3 
Thou life and ſtrength of all my ways, 
Thou art my God, and thee I'll praiſe. 


3 In all my trials, and my fears, 
In all my ſorrows, and my tears; 
In all my dark and gloomy days, 
Thou art my God, and thee ['l! praiſe. 
4 But, O, what heart or tongue can tell, 
What glories in this paſſage dwell ? 
My tou! on this foundation ſtays: 
Thou art my God, and thee Ill praiſe, 


5 Be this on earth my ſweet ſupport, 
My treaſure, pleaſure, and refort ; 
This be my joy thro? death's dark maze: 
Thou art my God, and thee ['IL praiſe. 

6 Be this my glory, when I riſe 
To that bright world above the ſkies ; 
For ever there this ſong I'll raiſe: 

« Thou art my God, and thee I'Il praiſe,” 


* 
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HYMN CCXXIV. 


O thou of little Faith, wherefore didſt thou doubt? 
Matt, xiv. 41. | 


I Tnus the Redecmer kindly faith, 
When fears are round about, 
« Thou trembling ſoul, of little faith, 
O wherefore doſt thou doubt!“ 


2 What! tho' the fiery raging ſtorm 
Attends thy path throughout, 


He thy deliv*rance will perform; 
Then wherefore doit thou doubt? 


3 Tho' thou'rt amidſt the ſwelling waves, 
Within and from without, 

Yield not to fear, 'tis Jesus ſaves; 
Then wherefore doſt thou doubt? 


4 Tho' thou art ſinking in the ſeas, 
Ste his kind hand ſtretch'd out, | 
To ſave thee, and the ſtorm appeaſe ; 
Then wherefore doſt thou doubt ? 


5 Him thy deliv'rer thou ſhalt prove, , 
Nor will he caſt thee out; 
Then plead his pow'r, and truſt his love, 
And never, never doubt. 


6 His purpoſes of ſov'reign grace 
To thee he'll bring about; 
And thou in heaven ſhalt ſee his face; 
'Then never, never doubt, 


7 There 
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7 There thou on glory's bliſsful ſhore 
Friumphantly ſhalt ſhout ; 
And his unchanging love adore, 
And never more ſha't doubt, 


HY MN CCXXV. 


Is not this a Brand 3 out of the Fire? 
Zech. iii. 


I Or Je$vs l ſing, 

Now reigning above 
And to him I bring 
This tribute of love: 
For, O, I deſire 

His love to commend, 
Who me *© from the fire 
Pluck'd out as a brand.“ 


2 He ſaw the diſgrace 
And ſhame I lay in; 
Yet mercy took place, 
And pardon'd my ſin; 
Sure | muſt admire 
The wonderful hand, 
Which me from the fire 
Pluck'd out as a brand, 


3 Polluted and black 
With horrible guilt, 
Vet he for my ſake 
His precious blood ſpilt; 
5 VI 
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My ſoul, now aſpire, 
To praiſe the dear friend, 
Who thee from the fire 
Pluck'd out as a brand, 


O, what hath he done, 
My foul to ſet free! 
Of ſinners not one 
More favour'd than me; 
Well may he require 
My heart and my hand, 
Who me from the fire 
Pluck'd out as a brand. 


Still, Lord, let me live, 
Thy mercy to prove; 
And ſtill to me give 
Supplies from above; 
To thee my deſire 
Shall daily aſcend, 
Who me from the ſire 
Pluck'd out as a brand. 


The time will ſoon come, 
When! ſhall appear 

In heaven, my home, 
And worſhip thee there; 
In glorious attire, . 
Before thee I'll ſtand, 
Who me from the fire 
Pluck'd out as a brand, 


E 


HYMN CCXXVI. 


© Your Body is the Temple of the Holy Ghoſt. 
1 Cor. vi. x9. 


T PrortsstD followers of the Lamb, 
Hark to his Word, and bleſs his name; 
Your bodies, if in him you truſt, 

Are © temples of the Holy Ghoſt.” 


2 Let this important, ſolemn truth 
| Dwell on your minds, in age, and youth 


Be this your honour, and your boaſt ; 
You're temples of the Holy Ghoſt, 


3 As ſuch, let all your conduct be 
From luſt, and pride, and folly, free 
Remember what your bodies coſt, 
As temples of the Holy Ghoſt. 


4 Let gravity and holineſs, 
A modeſt, plain, and decent dreſs, 
And Chriſt's bright robes adorn you moſt, 
As temples of the Holy Ghoſt. 


5 Set his example in your view, 
Be this the pattern you purſue 3 
Think, as his body, ſo yours muſt 
Be temples of the Holy Ghoſt. 
6 Ere long your happy change will come, 
And death will bring your ſpirits home ; 


And Chriſt ſhall guard your ſleeping daſt, 
As temples of the Holy Ghoſt. 


8 s 7 When | 
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7 When the laſt trumpet ſhakes the ſkies, 
Bright ſhall your bodies then ariſe, 
And joyful join the heaveply hoſt, 
As temples of the II.ly Ghoſt. 


HYMN CCXXVIL. 
And upon this Rock, &c. Matt. xvi. 18, 


\ 


I V᷑ to whoſe ſouls the Saviour's dear, 
In ſongs of love and praiſe draw near; 
Let every cheerful paſſion wake, 
While on your tongues his name you take; 


2 On him alone his church is built; 
He, only he, abſolves from guilt ; 
To him alone our praiſe we bring, 
And him, the great Foundation, ſing. 


3 In him ſalvation ſtands ſecure; 
This ſtrong foundation mult endure z 
Stronger than death his love is known, 
Nor can his church be overthrown, 


4 In the eternal plan of grace 
He undertook our wretched caſe ; 
Love how amazing, how divine, 
Throughout the whole tranſaction ſhine ! 


5 He is the“ Rock” believers have, 
Born to redeem, and ſtrong to ſave; 
He ſtoop'd to take our fleſh and blood, 
The wond'rous Man, th' incarnate God! 


6 In 


—— 
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6 In vain combined hoſts aſſail, | 
Nor ſhall the pates of hell prevail; 
Nor force, nor fraud, the building ſhock, 
Founded on him, the Eternal Rock. 


7 Let others truſt what ſaints they pleaſe, 
We've no ſuch advocates as thele ; 
Jesvus is Lord, and God, and King, 
And him will we for ever ſing. 


8 To Jxsus let our ſongs abound, 
And bleſs his name in ſweeteſt ſound ; 
Be this our ſong, till him we view, 
And this our theme in glory too, 


HYMN CCXXVIII 


Fer he is thy Lord, and worſhip thou him. 
Plalm xlv. 12. 


1 Once more, dear brethren, join to ſing 
Jeſus, our God, our heavenly King ; 
His praiſe proclaim, with ſweet accord, 
And “ worſhip him, foi he's your Lord.” 


2 Unite to ſhew his glories forth, 
Sing of his excellence, and worth; 
His loving-kindneſs here record, 
And worſhip him, for he's your Lord. 


3 O, truſt and triumph in his name, 
Jesvs, unchangeable, the ſame ; 
His name ſhall endleſs joys afford; 
Then worſhip 285 tor he's your Lord. 


4 O, make 
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4 O, make his praiſe in all you do 
Your bleſſedneſs and buſineſs too; 
This as your ſweet employ regard, 
To worſhip him, for he's your Lord. 


5 Before him walk in humble faith, 
And in him truſt in life and death ; 
Worthy is he to be ador'd ; 

Then worſhip him, for he's your Lord, 


6 Tho' from each other here we part, 

With him, we truſt, we're join'd in heart; 
He's our exceeding great reward, 

And him we'll worſhip as our Lord. 


7 Ere long our happy ſouls ſhall meet 
In glory, boundieſs and complete; . 
And there, according to this Word, 
For ever worſhip him our Lord. 


HYMN COXXIX. 


Let the Children of Zion be joyful in their King. 
Pſalm cxlix. 2. 


1 Curronxkw of Zion, come, behold - 
The crown of glory, not of gold, 
On Jesvs ſet; his praiſes ſing, 

« Rejoicing in him as your King,“ 


2 His pow'r adore, and ſing his love, 
And all his bleſſings which you prove 
To him your higheſt praiſes bring, 
Rejoicing in him as your King. 


3 Revere 


* 


| 
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3 Revere his Word, and bleſs his name, 
And all his glories loud proclaim 
O, praiſe him on the higheſt ftring, 
Rejoicing in him as your King. 


4 In him let all your powers rejoice, 
And praiſe him both with heart and voice; 
To him let all your ſouls take wing, 

Rejoicing in him as your King. 


5 Thus praiſe him, while you here remain; 
Thus praiſe him, when you glory gain; 
There you before his throne ſhall ſing, 

Rejoicing in him as your King. 


HYMN CCXXX. 
That Dey. 2 Tim. i. 8. TEA 


1 GREAT Judge of all ! that day will come, 
When mortals muſt receive their doom ; 

O, hear our cry, and grant we may 

Of thee find mercy in that day. 


2 That fixed, great, and dreadful daß 
Will in the heavens thy throne diſplay; 
The trumpet's dreadful blaſt ſhall ſhake 

The filent graves, the dead ſhall wake. 


3 The awful ſummons ſhall go forth / 
From eaſt to weſt, from ſouth to north; | 
Devils, and men, to judgment come, 
And hear your everlaſting doom PE: 


4 The 
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4 The wicked tremble, ſaints rejoice, 
One dreads, the other loves the voice 
The wicked fear, believers ſing 
The coming of their God and King. 


5 Think, O my foul, thou muſt appear, 
And paſs the judgment at this Bar 
What now does God and conſcience ſay ? 
Wilt thou find mercy in that day ? 


& Doſt thou, by faith, to Jesvs flee ? 
Is his dear image ſtamp'd on thee? 
If fo, let nothing thee diſmay, 
Thou ſhalt find mercy in that day. 


7 Eternal Judge! Almighty Lord! _ 
Seal home, and bleſs thy ſolemn Word 
And, O that we poor ſinners may 
Of thee find mercy in that day. 


HYMN COXXXI. 
The Devils alſo believe, and tremble. James, ii. 1. 


t BRToR Jchovah bow the knee, 
Him let our ſouls adore; 

The One great God, in perſons Three, 
Who reigns for evermore !- 

2 Devils believe, and tremble too, 

But devils ſtill remain 

Their minds were never form'd anew, 
Nor are they born again. 


* 
. * 3 | A , 
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3 So Chriſtleſs ſinners maß believe 
There is no God but one; 


This truth, their judgmears may perceive 


By nature's light alone : 


4 But to believe this God ds love, 
And humbly call him mihe 


This precious faith comes from above, " 5 


Is heavenly, and divine. 


5 The ſaints, in ſongs for ever new, 
Their humble tribute bring; 
Devils believe, and tremble too, 
But devils'cannot ling. tt 


6 The faints before his throne, i in prayer, 
Their daily wants diſplay; _ | 
Devils believe, and tremble there, 
But devils cannot pray. 


"PART eo. 


7 To God, who lives and reigns on high, 
+. I he ſaint's beſt paſſions move; 0 
Devils believe, and trembling lie, 
But devils cannot love. 


8 A humble, penitencbel bare; 
Makes ſaints for ſin Jament ; 
But devils would from God pes 
For they cannot 100M.” 


. „ % 
SS. 3 


* 
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9 For faith, and love, and ev'iy gtace 
The faints to God look up; 
While devils tremble. at his face, 
For devils cannot hope. | C 


10 What then will ſuch a faith avail, 
Which devils may poſſeſs ? | 
The hopes and hearts of ſuch muſt fail 
In darkneſs and diſtreſs. 


11 Give me that faith, O God of Grace! 
Which purifies the heart; | | 
Which works by love and holineſs, 
Nor will from thee depart, 


12 In this ſweet grace may I excel, 
And in it hive and de:: 
While trembling devils, down in hell, 
n chains of darknefs lie. 


+ © 
I a 


HYMN N 


Zut the God of all Grace, who th called us unto 
his eternal Glory by CHRIST Jesus, after that ye 
have ſuffered awhile, make you perfect, *ſtabliſh,, 
ſtrengthen, ſettle you. 


To him be Glory and Dominion by ever and « erer. 3 f + | 
A. I Pet, v. 10, 11. Th 1 


* 


1 Now to the God of ſovereign Grace, 


Supremely good and great,; 
Our hearts and voices here we'll raiſe, | 
His praile to cclebrate. % * : 


- Ms 
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2 He to eternal glory calls 
His ſaints, by grace divine; 
Ard they, thro* Chriſt, for ever ſhall 
With him in glory ſhine. 
3 Tho' here they ſuffer for awhile, 
From Satan, fin, and fear, - 
They ſhall, at laſt, in glory dwell 
Triumphant with him there. 


4 He'll perfect in them all his love, 
And *itabliſh them with grace; 18 
His ſtrength, in weakneſs, they ſhall prove, 
And ſettled be in peace. 


5 To him be endleſs glory ſung, 
| Dominion, praiſe, «nd pow'r, 
From ev'ry heart, and/ev'ry tongue 
Henceforth, and evermore, 
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A. 

A BEGGAR por 
Ag in, great God! we humbly raiſe 


Ah, wretched ſoul! to ſeek, Are | 


All hail, thou great Emanuel $4 
An praiſe to the Lord - - + 
Almighty, great, and glorious God 


_ Almighty Lord! vouchſafe to bleſs - 


A poor returning finner, Lord => =» 
Afiſe, my ſoul! from hence depart 7” 
As Jacob did, in days of ol « < 
As Saul, the perſecutor, rag d « 
Aſſiſt my ſoul, my heav'nly King 
Attend, my ſoul, the ſacred pige © =» 
Attend, my ſor), with awful fear = 


Attend, my foul, with holy joy - 


Author of every gift and grace - 
Awake, my ſoul, in joyful lays = - 


2fore Jehovah how the knee 
Behold a ſtarving Huner, Lord - *- 
Believers riſe, and ſtretch your wings 
Beyond, beyond the glitt ring ſtars - 
Bleſs are the ſouls which ſuffer ſhame 
Bleſsd he my Saviour and my Lord 
Bleſœd be thy name, moſt -lorious Lord 
Bleſs'd Spirit! in our ſouls excite - 
Breathe, gracious Spirit! on my heart 
But for the Goſpel's joyful ſound - 


C. 


Children of Zion, come, behold - 
Come bow, ve ſaints, before the Lord 
O 3 


1 


INDEX to the firſt Lives, 


N DE X. 


Come, happy ſouls, unite, to praiſe 


Come, happy ſouls, who know the Lord 
Come joing ye ſaints, With heart and voice 


Come, let our ſouls rejoice, to ſing « 


Come, let us here rejoice to raiſe ' = + 


Come, O my ſoul ! tet's ſearch and ſee 
Come, praying ſouls, rejoice | = + 


Come, finners, who mourn your wretched eſtate 


Come ye, who know the Saviour's love 


D. 


Dear Jeſus ! to thee - - 
Dear jeſus, to thee we lift up our voice 
Dear Lord! beſore thy awful throne = 
Deareſt of names, our Lord, eur King 

Dear Lord, I ſce, in Peter's caſe - 
Dear Lord ! in trouble's gloomy day «+ 
Dear Lord ! to us affembled here - 
Dear Saviour! let thy gracious eye 
Dear, ſympathizing Saviour! hear 
Death, and the grave, are doleful themes 
Death in a thouſand awful forms - 


E, 
Encourag'd by thy gracious Word = 
Eternal Sovereign! Lord of all i 
Eternal Spirit! mighty Lord < 


F. 


Far, far beyond theſe lower ſkies = 
Father of Mercies! God of Grace 
Father of Mercies ! God of Love X 


For ever be thy name ador'd < 8 


For us, our gracious God, appear 
From all that's mortal, all that's vain 


G. 


Go forth, thou mighty Conqueror ! go 
God, my Salvation condeſcend 4 
God of all our conſolation . 
God of my life, and all my bope 5 
9 


= 
© 
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God ſhall alone the refuge be + 


Brant me, my Saviour, and my God 
Great God ! before thy ſacred throne / 


Great God! before thy throne © - +. 
Great God! enable us to raiſe + 
Great God ! I bleſs thee for thy Word 


TN DEX 


a 


Great God! incline thy gracious ear 
Great God of Glory, Power, and Love 
Great God ! regard my mournful cries 


Great God! thy bleſſing now impart 
Great God ! thy glory and thy love 
Great God.! whoſe holy eyes ſurvey - 


Great Judge of all ! that day will come- 


Great King of Glory and of Grace 


Great Three in One, and One in Three 


H, 


Hark ! hark, my ſoul! the joyful cry 


Hark! my ſoul, tis Jeſus ſpeaking 
Hear, gracious God ! a ſinner's cry 
Heav'nly Father ! here we bleſs thee 


lere, at thy throne of ſovereign grace 


Here, deareſt Lord, as in a glaſs 

_ Here let us join our ſolemn ſongs 
How bleſs'd are they, who truly ſee 
How glad was my poor heart to hear 
How ſha!l I give Ephraim up 


How ſhall our hearts or tongues expreſs 


How ſweet, how ſoleran is the ſcene 
How ſwiftly time's revolving wheels 
Humbly to raiſe a ſong to thee -« 


1. J. 
I know that my Redeemer lives 
In cheerful notes my voice I'll raiſe 
In God let all his ſaints rejoice 
In humble ſtrains of praiſe and love 
Jehovah's awful name revere 
F ſus, before thee I appear '-: 
Jeſus, before thy face I fall 2 
Jeſus, dear Lord, we bleſs his name 


= 


* 
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F.-Y 


EN DE 


Jeſue, exalted, glorious Lord 
Jeſus “ is precious,” ſays the Word 
Jeſus, my heavenly teacher be 
Feſus, my hope, while here below 
Feſas, my life, in glory dwells - 
Jeſus, my Lord! my life! my alt 
Feſus, my pattern and my guide 
-Feſus! O ſweet tranſporting name 
Feſus, our Saviour, God, we fing 
"Jeſus; the glorious Head of Grace 
Je ſus, the Holy Lamb of God + 
Jeſus thoſe happy ſouls does bleſs 
Feſus, thou Teacher all divine 
Jefus, thy m.tchleſs love we ſing 
Jeſus! thy ſacred name we bleſs 
Jefus, to thee our praiſe we bring 
| Jeſus, to thy ex ted name | - 


X, 


1 0 


Jom all wha love the Saviour's name 
Join, all ho love the Saviour's name 
Join, happy ſon!s, who know the Lord 


Joyful, ye ſaints, attend, and raiſe 


* i K. 
Kind Teacher and Lord S 


L. 
Let earth before the Lord be ſtill 
Let every tune ful pow'r awake 
Let me not trite with ethee, Lord 
Let me, thou ſovereign Lord of all 
Let ſongs of holy joy proclaim 
Lord, hear a bhurden'd frner mourn 
Lord, hear a guilty nation mourn 
Lord, hear me while I kumbly pray 
Low in the duſt before thy throne 


7 M. 
Mortale, awake, with angels join 
My God, accevt my prateful ſongs 
My God! Jehovah! Father! Friend 
My lie&s4 hade; my days = 
| 725 * . : n 
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"My Saviour, my God, and my King 


My ſoul, a joy ful ſong prepare 


My ſoul! another year is gone 


My ſoul, ariſe; in joyful lays +=» + 


My ſoul, ariſe! ſhake off thy fears 
- My foul, attempt in joyful lays + 4 


My ſoul! how folemn is the word = 
My ſoal, Lord, inflame += = A 


, 


My ſoul, now ariſe +» e* 1 IgT 08! 


My ſoul, take courage from the Lord - 


| My ſoul, with pleaſure now attend - 


Na, let us never mourn for thoſe - 


Not of terreſtri-l mortal themes 
Now, deareſt Lord ! to praiſe thy name 
Now let a ſong of ſacred joy 
Now let my ſoul to Jeſus raiſe « © + 
Now let our ſouls with joy atiſe - 

Now let our ſouls with pleaſure fit 
Now let thy praiſe, my God, my joy = 
Now may my ſoul by faith ariſe =» 
Now may our ſouls unite, to bring » 
Now may we ſing in joyful ſtrains +» 
Now to the Gad of ſovereign Grace « 


Now to the Lord we'll humbly raiſe + 


O. 


O eternal, bleſſed Spirit g's 


O for a bright celeſtial ray = += = 


O for a heart prepar'd to ing - = 


O now for a rapture divine as the theme 
O, our Gad and Father! hear us - - 
0 Thou! before whoſe piercing eye 
O Than eternal, glorious Lord 
O Thou, my everlaſting All - - 
O what arg<zing words of grace 
O who is like the Lord our God - 
Of all diſeaſes here below 
Ot goodneſs di ine 5 - 


Oi.Jclus I ig - + 3 + nk 


* 


Of Jeſus, my Saviour, | ſi ng 
Of mercies Ul! for ever ſing - 
On God, as our all — — 


Qice a por finner cry'd - - 2 


Once more, dear brethren, join to ſing 

Once mote my ſoul attempts to praiſe - 
Once more we are met in Jeſus's name 
Our Father, who in heaven art - 


Gur kind and condeſcending Lord 3 


- 


- p. 
permit a finful worm, dear Lord 
Poor ſinners, here lift up your voice = 
Prepare ! the nobleſt ſungs prepare 
Prufeſſed followers of the Lamb 


n 8 | R. 
Raife, thounhtle(s uner F raiſe thine eye 
Regargy great Gu | my muuraful pray'r 


| 8. 
Say, O my ſoul! What wond'rous light 
Sing the dear Saviour's glorious fame 


Sit ers, attend God's ſolemn Word 


Sinners ! behold, hehold the Lamb - 
Sinners why have believ'd thro? grace - 


T. 
The end of all things is at hand 
The hour of pray'r once more is come 


The Saviour to adore - 8 - + 


The ſouls who love and long for peace 
Thee will we praiſe, Eternal King 
Thou God of David! God of all - 
Though, by the ignorant and proud 
Thus the Redeemer kindly ſaith - - 


1 


Thus to each ſaint, white here below - 
. ty. Thy praiſe, my Saviour, God, and King 


To God, my gracious Gud, I fly - = 
To God the Father's love = = = 
To God, who lives and reigus on high - 


* 


IN D E X. 
To Jeſus let us join to raiſe Pe TOP 
To thee, my God, my ſoul would raiſe | 
To thee, my Saviour and my God - — 


W. 

Wake, al! our cheerful pow'rs to praiſe 
Wake ev'ry cheerful power to ſing _ - 
Wake, in a loud, a thankful ſong 
We ſing the Saviour's glorious name - - 
When Deb'rah, rais'd by Iſrael's God - 
When Gideon, by divine command - =» 

When Zion's mourners weep and ſeek 
When we ſurround thy table, Lord LT - 
Wherewith ſhall we approach the Lord 
While hirden'd ſinners dare deſpiſe - 
While many ſpend their thoughts on fin + 
While the dear ſaints of God below - = 
While the dear ſaints of God below > 
&© Whom ſhall I ſend?” the Father cries 
With holy fear, and awe profound = 

With joy let each afflicted faint - =» - 
With ſolemn awe on hearts and tongues  - = 


" 9% 
Ye humble ſouls, in God rejoice 5 
Ye lovely tribes in youthful bloom 
Ye lovely tribes of ſmiling youth 
Ye muurning, ye affiited ſaints = = 
Ye 1aints, a joyful ſong prepare 
Ye (ants, attend the Saviour's voice 
Ye ſaints, your ratef d rribute bring 
Le to who'e outs the Saviour's dear 


* 
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